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CHAPTER  I. 


THE   "land   op   the   HONEY-BEE." 

The    Young   Couple — Their  Appearance — Description   of   a   Mormon   Ceremony 

Mormon  Hymns — Conversation  of  Hubert  and  Boadicea^Professions  of  Hubert. 

There  is  a  lovely  valley  situated  midway  between-  the  States  of 
the  great  Mississippi  and  the  shores  of  the  Pacific  Ocean.  To  this 
terrestrial  Paradise,  its  present  inhabitants,  the  Mormons,  have  given 
the  name  of  Deseret  (De-ser-dt),  a  word  of  mystic  import,  signifying 
"The  Land  of  the  Honey-Bee." 

The  Mormons  have  settled  in  the  depression  styled  the  "  Great 
Basin,"  a  region  bounded  by  the  Rocky  Mountain  land,  out  of  which 
no  waters  flow. 

In  one  of  the  open  lots  where  the  Mormons  were  in  the  habit  of 
worshiping,  somewhat  apart  from  the  crowd,  and  side  by  side,  stood 
a  young  couple  observing  a  religious  ceremony. 

This  couple,  a  man  about  twenty-two,  and  a  girl  of  seventeen  years 
of  age,  were  remarkable  for  personal  beauty.  The  girl's  countenance 
was  striking,  noble  in  expression  and  feature ;  her  eyes  were  blue, 
dark,  and  clear,  receiving  a  peculiar  softness  from  being  nearly  half 
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concealed  in  long  eyelashe3  of  a  golden  brown ;  they  sparkled  as  a 
narrow  line  of  water  will  glitter  between  borders  of  long  reeds,  when 
glancing  in  the  summer  sun.  The  young  girl's  tresses  were  soft, 
fine,  and  glossy,  filled  with  abrupt  spots  of  light  and  deep  shadows, 
caused  by  the  rich  waves  with  which  their  luxuriance  was  broken,  and 
were  grxthered  carelessly  into  a  knot,  classical  and  beautiful,  because 
natural  and  untortured  by  art.  The  form  of  the  maiden  was  per- 
fect, of  medium  height,  suggesting  strength,  while  naught  but  soft- 
ness and  beauty  appeared  in  its  delicate  and  rounded  outlines. 

She  stood  as  if  scarce  resting  on  the  ground,  with  such  lightness 
did  her  form  seem  posed.  Iler  countenance  wore  an  expression  of 
mingled  perplexity  and  interest. 

The  young  man  was  tall,  graceful  in  carriage.  His  features  were 
regular,  his  expression  intellectual ;  the  most  remarkable  feature  in 
his  face  being  a  pair  of  large  black  eyes,  the  burning  brilHancy  of 
which  he  appeared  to  be  making  a  constant  effort  to  subdue.  The 
character  of  his  mouth  was  at  times  repulsive,  but  generally  wore  an 
expression  of  sweetness  and  reflection. 

The  maiden's  attention  was  wholly  given  to  the  passing  ceremony. 
The  youth's  eyes  were  fixed  on  her  alone.  A  senior  priest  [Saint, 
Elder,  or  Brother,  as  they  are  called,)  was  asking  a  blessing  on  the 
congregation  as  they  stood  in  the  open  air  ;  the  exercises  of  religion  (!) 
followed.  The  accents  of  the  following  hymn  then  filled  the  air.  It 
was  sung  harmoniously,  but  with  that  mad,  fanatical  enthusiasm, 
which  shows  the  power  of  the  Evil  One  to  take  possession  of  mind 
and  body,  and  pervert  God's  gift,  the  immortal  soul,  to  insane 
wickeiluesa  under  the  name  of  religion.  Religion !  the  French 
proverb — 

*'  Derriere  la  croix,  se  carbe  souvent  le  diable,"  or, 

"Behind  the  cross,  the  dt-vil  is  often  hid,"  was  never  more  appli- 
cable than  of  the  Mormon  faith. 

A  MORMON  HYMN. 

Ye  chosen  twelve,  to  ye  arc  given 

The  keys  of  this  lust  ministry  ; 
To  evcrj-  nation  under  Heaven, 

From  laud  to  land,  from  sea  to  sea. 

First  to  the  Qentiles  sound  the  news, 

Throughout  Columbia's  happy  laud; 
And  then  before  it  reach  the  .Jews, 

Prepare  on  Europe's  sliores  to  stand. 

Let  Europe's  towns  and  cities  hear 

The  Gospel  tidings;   angels  bring 
The  Gentile  nations  far  and  near — 

Prepare  their  hearts  His  praise  to  sing. 

India  and  Afric's  sultry  plains 

Must  hear  the  tidings  as  they  roll — 
Where  darkness,  death,  and  sorrow  reign, 

And  tyranny  has  held  control. 


LIFE-SCENES   IN   UTAH.  17 

Listen,  ye  islands  of  the  sea. 

For  evei'y  isle  shall  hear  the  sound ; 
Nations  and  tongues  before  unknown, 

Though  long  since  lost,  shall  soon  be  found ! 

And  then  again  shall  Asia  hear, 

Where  angels  first  the  news  proclaimed; 
Eternity  shall  record  bear, 

And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 

The  nations  catch  the  pleasing  sound, 

And  Jew  and  Gentile  swell  the  strain ;  '       ■ 

Hosannah  o'er  the  earth  resound; 
Messiah  soon  shall  come  to  reign ! 

Here  followed  another  prayer,  made  extempore,  and  then  another 
song,  so  characteristic  of  the  Mormons  that  we  give  it  here.  It  was 
Bung  to  the  tune,  "The  Rose  that  all  are  Praising:" — all  sorts  of 
music,  profane,  even  comic^  as  well  as  sacred,  being  used  in  Mormon 
worship. 

SECOND  MORMON  HYMN. 

The  God  that  others  worship,  is  not  the  God  for  me  ! 
He  has  no  parts  or  body,  and  cannot  hear  or  see  ! 

But  I've  a  God  that  lives  above, 

A  God  of  power  and  of  love, 
A  God  of  Revelation^ — Oh,  that's  the  God  for  me ! 
Oh,  that's  the  God  for  me !    Oh,  that's  the  God  for  me  ! 

A  church  without  apostles,  is  not  the  church  for  me ! 
It's  like  a  ship  dismasted,  afloat  upon  the  sea! 

But  I've  a  church  that's  always  led, 

By  the  twelve  stars  around  its  head — 
A  chui'ch  with  good  foundations, — Oh,  that's  the  church  for  met 
Oh,  that's  the  church  for  me  !    Oh,  that's  the  church  for  me  ! 

A  church  without  a  prophet,  is  not  the  church  for  me  ! 
It  has  no  head  to  lead  it :  in  it  I  would  not  be  I 

But  I've  a  church  not  built  by  man. 

Cut  from  the  mountain  without  hands — 
A  church  with  gifts  and  blessings, — Oh,  that's  the  church  for  me  ! 
Oh,  that's  the  church  for  me  !    Oh,  that's  the  church  for  me  ! 

The  hope  the  Gentiles  cherish,  is  not  the  hope  for  me  ! 
It  has  no  hope  for  knowledge — far  from  it  I  would  be  ! 

But  I've  a  hope  that  will  not  fail. 

That  reaches  safe  within  the  vail — 
"Which  hope  is  like  an  anchor. — Oh,  that's  the  hope  for  me  ! 
Oh,  that's  the  hope  for  me !    Oh,  that's  the  hope  for  me! 

The  heaven  of  sectarians,  is  not  the  heaven  for  me  ! 
So  doubtful  its  location,  neither  on  land  nor  sea  ! 

But  Pve  a  heaven  on  the  earth,  (/) 

The  land  and  home  that  gave  me  birth — 
A  heaven  of  light  and  knowledge, — Oh,  that's  the  heaven  for  me! 
Oh,  that's  the  heaven  for  me !    Oh  !  that's  the  heaven  for  me  ! 

Then  followed  a  sermon  from  some  one  previously  appointed  to 
preach,  setting  forward  the  merits  and  righteousness  of  having  a 
number  of  wives;  stating  that  in  so  doing  consisted  "taking  up 
the  burden  of  the  cross !"  and  that  all  women  must  be  damned  who 
were  not  married  ;  that  it  would  be  impossible  for  any  vix-gin  to  enter 
heaven,  on  the  principle  that  it  was  necessary  for  every  woman  to 
have  a  man — a  husband  to  take  her  into  heaven. 
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Were  this  belief  current  among  us,  (the  G-entiles,  as  the  Mormons 
call  us,)  I  am  afraid  that  there  is  no  hope  for  clivers  and  sundry 
ladies  of  my  acquaintance,  if  they  cannot  go  to  heaven  till  their 
husbands  go  ! !  ! ! 

The  service  was  continued  by  exhortations  and  remarks  from  seve- 
ral Saints,  who  were  "moved  to  speak,"  and  that  upon  an  extraor- 
dinary variety  of  subjects,  such  as  are  not  commonly  supposed  fitting 
to  be  introduced  into  religious  worship.  Many  secular  matters  being 
arranged,  the  congregation  ("  of  vipers")  was  dismissed  with  a  blessing. 

The  young  couple,  who  had  stood  during  the  greater  part  of  this 
ceremony,  now  walked  away.  The  countenance  of  the  girl  was  pale 
and  deeply  anxious.  The  expression  of  the  youth's  face  seemed  to 
ask  her  thoughts.  At  last  the  maiden,  to  whom  we  shall  give  the 
name  of  Boadicea,  spoke. 

"  This  country  is  a  second  G.arden  of  Eden ;  yet,  Hubert,  the 
thought  that  it  is  profaned  by  a  community  of  wives  and  husbands, 
is  to  me  loathsome,  frightful !  In  spite  of  all  that  surrounds  me, 
something  innate  with  me  revolts  against  this  state  of  things." 

The  girl  spoke  with  deep  and  pure  enthusiasm  and  earnestness. 
"  I  feel,"  continued  she,  "  that  heaven  has  rightly  ordained,  that 
one  woman  shall  belong  to  one  man,  to  one  man  alone,  if  possible, 
for  the  term  of  their  two  lives,  and  that  they  shall  keep  themselves 
apart  from  all  others,  each  sanctified  to  the  other  for  each  other's 
sake.  In  such  a  union  alone  can  perfect  love,  harmony,  and  hap- 
piness exist.  Purity  in  thought,  in  deed,  in  life,  is  impossible,  I 
believe,  without  it.  Tell  me,  Ilubert !  does  it  not  make  you  happy, 
to  think  that  I  think  thus,  that  /  thus  believe ;  does  it  make  you 
happy  to  feel  that  you  suffice  for  the  perfect  happiness  of  one  human 
being,  loving  and  constant,  who  asks  nothing  in  this  life  but  the  con- 
tinuance of  yot/r  love?" 

"Ah!  Boadicea!"  answered  Hubert,  "you  speak  from  the  im- 
pulse of  a  naturally  pure  mind.  Pure  yourself,  you  are  not  tempted 
to  swerve  from  the  path  of  honorable  devotion  to  one,  and  to  one 
alone.  I  too  have  but  one  earthly  wish,  that  we  should  remain  con- 
stant to  each  other :  I  would  willingly  hold  myself  aloof  from  all 
others  for  your  sake." 

He  spoke  with, sincerity.  Hubert  at  that  time  sincerely  loved 
Boadicea.  TheirSj  indeed,  were  hearts  so  formed  for  each  other,  so 
fitted  for  becoming  perfected,  through  the  holy  influence  of  a  single 
and  constant  love,  that  but  for  the  fatal  fatuity  which  surrounded 
them — the  facilities,  the  temptations  to  error — they  would  have  pre- 
sented to  the  world  the  miracle  of  constancy,  of  true  and  perfect  love. 

The  errors  of  the  man  would  have  ceased  through  the  influence  of 
the  woman,  and  the  softness  of  her  nature  been  elevated  into  a 
higher  intellectual  grade,  by  the  influence  of  the  superior  mind  and 
native  grandeur  of  the  man.  But,  alas  !  they  lived  in  a  hell.  Their 
present  faith,  their  present  constancy  and  love,  were  little  short  of  a 
miracle,  with  such  vicious  and  diabolic  surroundings. 
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"  And  do  you  willinpjly  promise  me  never  to  swerve,  then,  unless  I 
chancre,  dear  Hubert?"  said  Boadicca. 

"  1  promise  it  with  all  my  heart,"  answered  Huhert;  "nay,  more,  if 
/ever  depart  from  the  promises  I  now  u|ter,  of  faithful  adherence  to 
you,  I  will  even  exile  myself  from  hope,  and  condemn  myself  to 
wretchedness  and  punishment  forever,  by>  swearing  never  to  ap- 
proach you  more ;  never  again  to  ask  you  to  listen  to  words  like 
these."  ^ 

"  I  believe  you,"  answered  Boadicea,  with  a  deep  omotign  of  gra- 
titude to  heaven  for  such  love  on  earth.  And,  indeed,  at  that  mo- 
ment, Hubert  b»'Ucvcd  himtclf. 

They  parted — the  heart,  the  soul  of  the  girl  fdled  with  a  perfect 
trust  in  the  young  man — such  trust  as  a  chihl  feels  in  its  parents. 
There  is  nothing  more  confiding  than  a  woman's  heart,  when  she 
loves, — no  confidence  more  blind  ; — after  experience  ever  teaches 
that  such  faith  belongs  to  God  alone. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

The  Marriage  of  Boadicea  and  Hubert-The  Mormon  Articles  of  Faith-One  of  the 
Characteristics  of  the  Mormon  Belief-Remarks  on  the  Mormons. 

Within  a  few  weeks  after  this  conversation,  the  marriage  of  Boa- 
dicea and  Hubert  took  place.  Each  was  under  the  influence  of  the 
wild,  blind  faith  in  happiness,  and  in  each  other,  which  is  the  tana- 
ticism,  as  well  as  the  religion,  of  love. 

All  arrangements  for  the  ceremony  were  made  by  the  young  peo- 
ple themselves,  the  parents  of  each  being  too  much  engrossed  m  re- 
ligion, to  be  diverted  therefrom  by  so  trifling  and  unimportant  a 
matter  as  the  marriage  of  a  son  or  daughter. 

The  mother  of  Boadicea,  a  beautiful  woman,  merely  smiled  scorn- 
fully at  the  expressions  of  affection  for  Hubert  which  fell  from  her 
daughter's  lips,  and  replied  that  "she  had  no  doubt  they  would  be 
content  with  each  other  for  awliile;  people  generally  were,  _  she 
-said  ;  "but  soon  changed  in  their  feelings  ;  which  proved  the  merit  ot 
the  Mormon  faith,  since  it  permitted  them  to  follow  the  dictates  ot 
their  own  involuntary  feelings,  by  changing  when  and  as  often  as  they 
j>leased,  without  either  party  being  therefore  excluded  from  society. 

Society  '  the  society  of  the  Mormon  settlements  consists  ot  blade- 
legs,  murderers,  forgers,  swindlers,  gamblers,  thieves,  and  adulterers. 
Select,  certainly !  , 
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We  take  this  occasion  to  reveal  the  creed,  the  articles  of  Faith,  of 
the  "Latter  Day  Saints." 

CREED  OF  THE  MORMONS. 

(This  creed  is  taken  from  the  Mormon  religious  works,  ad  verbatim, 
and  is  given  without  alteration  or  addition  of  any  kind.) 

"  We  believe  in  God,  the  Eternal  Father,  and  his  Son,  Jesus 
Christ,  and  in  the  Holy  Ghost. 

"  We  believe  that  men  will  be  punished  for  their  own  sins,  and 
not  for  Adam's  transgressions. 

"  We  believe  that,  through  the  atonement  of  Christ,  all  mankind 
may  be  saved,  by  obedience  to  the  laws  and  ordinances  of  the  Gospel. 

"  We  believe  these  ordinances  are :  1st,  Faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ;  2d,  Repentance;  3d,  Baptism  by  immersion,  for  the  remis- 
sion of  sins ;  4th,  Laying  on  of  Hands  for  the  Gift  of  the  Holy 
Spirit ;  5th,  the  Lord's  Supper. 

"We  believe  that  men  must  be  called  of  God  by  inspiration,  and 
by  laying  on  of  hands  from  thoso  who  are  duly  commissioned  to 
preach  the  Gospel,  and  administer  the  ordinances  thereof. 

"  We  believe  in  the  same  organization  that  existed  in  the  primi- 
tive Church,  viz. :  Apostles,  Prophets,  Pastors,  Teachers,  Evange- 
lists, etc. 

"  We  believe  in  the  powers  and  gifts  of  the  everlasting  Gospel,  viz. : 
The  Gift  of  Faith  I  The  discerning  of  spirits!  Prophecy!  Reve- 
lation! Visions!  llealing  !  Tonguetnl  and  the  Interpretation  of 
Tongues  !  Wisdom  !  Charity  !  Brotherly  Love,  etc. 

"We  believe  in  the  Word  of  G^  recorded  in  the  Bible;  we  also 
believe  in  the  Word  of  God,  recorded  in  the  Booh  of  Morvion  ;  and 
in  all  other  good  books  !  !  ! 

"  We  believe  all  that  Goil  has  revealed,  all  that  He  docs  now  re- 
veal ;  ayid  we  believe  that  He  will  reveal  many  more  great  and  im- 
portant things,  pertaining  to  the  kingdom  of  God,  and  Messiah's 
iecond  coming  !  !  ! 

"  We  believe  in  the  literal  gathering  of  Israel,  and  the  restoration 
of  the  ten  tribes ;  that  Zion  will  be  established  on  the  western  conti- 
nent ;  that  Christ  will  reign  personally  upon  the  earth  a  thousand 
years,  and  that  the  earth  will  be  renewed,  and  receive  its  paradisiacal 
glory. 

"  We  believe  in  the  literal  resurrection  of  the  body,  and  that  the(||> 
rest  of  the  dead  live  not  again  until  the  thousand  years  are  ex- 
pired. 

"  We  claim  the  privilege  of  worshiping  the  Almighty  according 
to  the  dictates  of  our  conscience,  (I)  unmolested,  and  allow  all  men 
the  same  privilege — let  them  worship  when  or  where  they  may. 

"  Wo  believe  in  being  subject  to  Kings,  Queens,  Presidents,  Rulers, 
and  Magistrates;  in  obeying,  honoring  and  sustaining  the  law  ! 

*'  We  believe  in  being  honest !  true  !  cuasie  ! !  temperate  !  bene- 
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volent !  virtuous  ! !  ! !  and  upright ! ! ! ! !  and  in  doing  good  to  all 
men ;  indeed,  we  may  say,  that  we  follow  the  admonition  of  Paul : 
we  '  believe  all  things  I'  we  '  hope  all  things !  /'  we  have  endured 
very  many  things,  and  hope  to  be  able  to  endure  all  things  !  !  !  !  ! 
Every  thing  lovely,  virtuous,  praiseworthy,  and  of  good  report,  we 
seek  after,  looking  forward  to  the  recompense  of  reward  !  But  an 
idle  or  .lazy  person  cannot  be  a  Christian — neither  have  salvation. 
He  is  a  drone,  and  destined  to  be  stung  to  death,  and  tumbled  out  of 
the  hive." 

Perhaps,  if  asked,  the  Mormons  would  account  for  the  permanent 
and  mysterious  disappearance  of  numerous  individuals,  who  have 
revolted  against  their  horrors,  and  threatened  to  leave  them,  by  say- 
ing that  they  were  ''^  stung  to  death  and  tumbled  out  of  the  hive" 
Numerous  and  surprising  as  these  mysterious  disappearances  have 
been,  no  inquiry  is  ever  instituted  among  the  Mormons  for  missing 
persons. 

These  articles  of  faith  have  the  remarkable  merit  of  being  alterable 
to  suit  all  occasions  and  emergencies,  which  is,  indeed,  the  chief 
characteristic  of  the  Mormon  religion.  Their  spiritual  doctrine  is 
"of  the  earth,  earthy."  It  must,  we  hope,  sooner  or  later,  destroy  it- 
self, like  a  hideous  monster  feeding  on  its  own  body.  Its  very  na- 
ture is  such  that  it  must  be  self-consumed ; — the  sooner  the  better. 

Boadicea  and  Hubert  married.  We  now  present  Boadicea  as  her 
own  historian.  Herself  shall  relate  her  own  painful  revelation  of  un- 
utterable misery. 


CHAPTER  III. 

JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART   I. 

The  Coming  Hotne— Mispvings— Forebodingfl— Arrnngeraents— Fear  of  Misunder- 
Btnnding— Boa.licca's  Reserve— Trust— Description  of  Two  Pictures— Visit  of  Two 
Mormon  Women— Insulting  Nature  of  their  Romnrks — Demand  of  Cephysia— 
Refuwil  of  Boadicca^Conduct  of  Hubert— Departure  of  the  Women — lllnesa  of 
Boadicea. 

That  was  a  lovely  day,  on  which  Hubert  and  I  went  home. 
Home  I  how  strangely  the  word  sounded — how  sweet  its  whispered 
promise  of  seclusion  ! — for  among  the  Mormons,  the  peculiar  sanctity 
of  home  is  unknown.  There  is  not  that  privacy,  that  secluded  re- 
treat, which  makes  every  house,  where  things  are  as  they  should  be, 
a  sort  of  Penetralia,  or  Inner  Temple,  a  Sanctum  Sanctorum. 

Hubert  was  in  glorious  spirits.  He  insisted  upon  draping  the 
looking-glass  with  my  bridal  vail,  and  kept  continually  arranging  my 
long  hair  in  different  forma ;  then  sufitlenly  carried  me  in  his  arms 
to  the  glass,  "  to  see  how  like  an  angel  on  a  cloud"  I  looked. 

The  vail  foil  around  the  brilliant  surface  of  the  mirror  in  mist-like 
folds,  and  I  did  not  observe  at  first,  that  the  frame  Hubert  had  con- 
(24) 
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cealed  therewith  was  black.  When  I  noticed  this,  a  peculiar  shudder 
thrilled  my  frame,  and  Hubert,  on  whose  arm  I  was  loaning,  asked 
me  if  I  felt  cold.  I  answered,  "No,"  and  smiled  at  my  own  folly, 
as  I  thought  it  then. 

Yet  my  eyes  would  rivet  themselves,  a  thousand  times  a  day,  on 
the  frame  of  the  mirror,  until  I  began  to  fancy,  at  last,  that  it  looked 
like  the  outline  of  a  little  coffin.  Then  I  roused  myself  again,  and 
said  in  my  heart,  "  What  have  I  to  do  with  sad  thoughts,  I,  who  am 
so  much  beloved?" 

In  my  own  strength  of  spirit  I  defied  Fate.  Alas  !  alas  !  the  heart 
of  a  woman  is  too  often  willfully  blind  to  what  may  he  faint  whispers 
from  a  spirit-land. 

I  have  ever  thought  that  the  beautiful  should  surround  us  in  every- 
day life,  lest,  amid  the  commonplace,  we  should  forget  the  very  ex- 
istence of  the  poetry  of  life ;  beautiful  objects,  sweet  sounds,  works 
of  art  and  literature,  to  remind  us  of  the  great  souls  which  have 
been,  and  may  be  again ;  and  it  was,  therefore,  that  I  soon  managed 
to  arrange  a  room  purposely  for  our  sitting-room,  where  Hubert  and 
I  could  spend  a  great  portion  of  our  time — our  leisure  hours,  sur- 
rounded by  the  poetical  atmosphere  which  the  beautiful  creates. 

Hubert  insisted  on  having  placed  among  my  treasures  a  bust  of 
Joseph  Smith,  the  Mormon  prophet.  I  did  not  wish  this,  for  to  me 
that  countenance  is  repellant,  as  it  is  coarse,  cunning,  and  full  of 
low  passions,  sensuality,  and  every  mean  and  cowardly  vice. 

It  remained  where  Hubert  placed  it,  however,  for  I  soon  fousd 
that,  while  seeming  to  consult  my  wishes,  he  usually  obtained  his 
own  will.  I  would  not  say  much  about  the  disagreeable-looking  bust, 
because  I  had  a  horrible  dread  of  the  first  quarrel.  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  expression  of  Hubert's  eyes  which  was  at  times  fierce 
and  vindictive,  and  the  first  quarrel  assumed  the  shape  of  the  sword 
of  Damocles,  and  seemed  to  hang  over  me  suspended  by  a  mere  thread, 
which  I  could  imagine  was  swayed  to  and  fro,  and  quivered  at 
Hubert's  least  impatient  word,  or  slightest  frown. 

This  made  me  constrained  and  awkward  sometimes,  and  then 
Hubert  would  fix  his  large  black  eyes  upon  me  with  an  impatient 
expression,  very  piercing  and  unpleasant,  which  only  increased  my 
trouble.  If  he  looked  in  the  least  "savage,"  as  he  himself  would 
call  it,  in  his  merrier  moods,  it  caused  me  to  have  an  actual  palpita- 
tion of  the  heart. 

Men  should  remember  that  a  delicate  woman  conceals  half  her 
afi'ection,  as  well  as  half  of  all  her  emotions,  and  that  nature  teaches 
us  to  appear  often  cold  and  constrained  when  we  are  most  troubled 
at  heart,  lest  we  have  offended  the  one  beloved  object.  How  often 
is  this  very  delicacy  of  manner,  arising  from  delicacy  of  mind,  turned 
against  us — how  often  do  men  say  of  the  legal  object  of  their  love, 
"  She  is  a  very  cold  sort  of  woman,"  and  this  in  excuse  for  wander- 
ings from  the  path  of  right !  Ah  !  it  is  because  all  women  feel  in- 
stinctively that   the   strongest-minded  men  may,  like  children,  be 
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surfeited  with  sweets.  It  is  only  a  woman  who  really  cares  very 
little  to  preserve  the  constant  love  of  one  man,  that  will  give  her 
wliole  self,  without  reserve,  heart  and  soul  at  once. 

Women  should  never  forget  that  marriage  is  a  holy  and  "  honor- 
able" state,  and  that  while  fulfilling  all  its  duties,  they  will  only  en- 
dear themselves  the  more  to  a  pure  and  noble  mind,  by  being  in 
outward  manner  as  pure  as  vailed  Vestals. 

Yet  how  often  are  men  of  fine  mind  misled  into  mistaking,  for  true 
affection,  utter  unreserve  !  No,  no  !  That  woman  who  does  not 
sincerely  wish  to  preserve  a  certain  involuntary  feeling  of  deep  re- 
ijpect,  even  in  the  most  intimate  relations  of  marriage,  would  soon 
change,  soon  vary,  for  she  herself  tears  away  the  flimsy  vail  which 
should  always  drape  the  statue;  and  with  satiety  comes  changeful- 
ness,  as  well  to  herself  as  to  her  husband. 

I  thought  I  did  right  with  regard  to  Hubert.  The  future  proved 
that  in  a  happier,  purer  state  of  society,  my  creed  was  the  right  one, 
and  would  have  been  triumphant  as  the  true  one,  for,  in  spite  of  all, 
Hubert  loved,  noiv  loves  me,  with  a  pure  love,  which  even  the  tempta- 
tions he  yielded  to  could  not  utterly  destroy  while  he  still  lived  on 
earth.  Others  have  taken  from  mc  the  man  himself,  but  I  shall 
always  believe,  nay,  now  I  knotv  that  I  shall  always  reign  the 
immortal  queen  of  his  soul.     In  heaven  Hubert  tvill  be  mine  again. 

The  furniture  of  our  boudoir  consisted  of  the  usual  articles — 
pictures,  statues,  books,  etc.  I  had  chosen  old  and  choice  ones,  that 
they  might  possess  for  the  longest  possible  time  the  charm  of 
novelty. 

Over  the  mantlepiece  hung  a  curious  picture  by  a  German  artist, 
who  possessed  that  singular  turn  of  mind,  so  common  to  his  country- 
men, which  led  him  to  blend  the  terrible,  the  hideous,  the  grotesque — 
in  a  word,  "  the  horrible,"  with  every  thing  beautiful  which  his  pencil 
created. 

This  picture  represented  a  chasm  between  two  rocks — neither  the 
Bummit  nor  the  base  was  visible — but  the  cleft  conveyed  a  terrible 
impression  of  isolation  and  unfathomable  depth.  1  presume  the 
artist  thought  of  the  "  bottomless  pit." 

Midway  between  the  top  and  bottom  of  the  picture,  and  seeming 
6U:>pended  in  the  air,  was  the  figure  of  a  man  of  graceful  frame — 
whose  form  was  thrown  backward  in  an  attitude  of  the  most  abject 
uespair.  As  he  seemed  susjjcnded,  the  shoulders  and  waist  were 
most  distinct  in  the  fearful  dimness  which  constituted  the  atmosphere 
of  the  picture. 

Far  above  the  form  of  the  man,  and  smiling  down  upon  him, 
appeared  an  angelic  female  face — pale,  tearful,  yet  with  a  saintly 
biiiile  of  hope.  It  seemed  the  face  of  Purity  herself — holy,  yet 
human. 

Far  below  the  man,  and  wearing  an  expression  of  malignant  rage, 
scowled  another  female  face.  Tlie  features  of  this  face  were  sym- 
metrical— even  beautiful — but  indicative  of  coarse,  ungoverued  pas- 
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sions,  made  more  fiendish  by  the  look  of  envious  anger  it  wore.  It 
was  the  very  beauty  of  Evil,  even  as  the  face  of  the  fair  woman 
seemed  the  beauty  of  Holiness  and  of  Good. 

In  gazing  upon  the  picture,  a  faint  light,  which  seemed  shed  from 
the  eyes  of  the  fairer  face,  appeared  to  fall  upon  the  brow  of  the 
man,  to  brighten  it  and  that  despairing  face  to  glow  with  a  faint 
glimmer  of  something  resembling  hope. 

The  companion  picture  to  this  one  represented  the  same  man 
raised  from  the  chasm  into  the  light  of  a  glorious  sky.  His  arms 
encircled  the  neck  of  the  fair  woman,  whose  cheek  rested  against 
his  own.     The  twain  seemed  to  soar  in  purest  ether. 

Far,  far  below,  in  the  very  depths  of  the  yawning  and  cloven 
rock,  was  the  fearful  face,  with  shining,  glittering  eyes,  of  the  dark 
woman.  It  looked  upward  with  an  expression  of  the  most  furious 
and  deadly  hate.  A  serpent,  looking  instinct  with  life,  entwined 
her  throat 

One  of  the  statues  which  I  had  grouped  about  our  room  repre- 
sented Ondine  crouched  beneath  a  little  fountain  of  water — the  water 
being  skillfully  represented  by  glass.  She  awaited  the  approach  of 
her  lover,  who,  in  his  hunting-dress,  knelt  on  the  brink  of  the  foun- 
tain— his  ear  bent  to  the  waves.  A  water-lily,  exquisitely  chiseled 
in  the  marble,  rippled  the  surface  of  the  glassy  fount. 

On  the  opposite  side  knelt  a  tiny  marble  Cupid,  under  the  shadow 
of  a  large  leaf,  fashioned  to  support  bouquets  of  flowers. 

In  a  basket  of  moss,  near  the  boy  Cupid,  was  piled  a  heap  of 
fruit  of  wax — grapes,  apples,  oranges,  pines,  nectarines  and  cher- 
ries— my  own  handiwork.  Among  the  fruit  I  had  placed  autumn 
leaves  and  the  many-colored  grasses,  which  seem  as  if  they  were  the 
little  trees  of  Fairy  Land 

I  had  not  long  been  installed  in  my  new  home  before  a  change 
took  place  in  Hubert's  manner.  Painful,  unaccountable  indifle- 
rence  took  the  place  of  his  former  kindness,  passionate  tenderness 
and  warm  affection.  His  absences  from  home  were  long  and  of 
frequent  occurrence.  After  them  he  seemed  invariably  gloomy, 
moody,  and  averse  to  conversation.  I  gradually  relapsed  into  the 
same  cold  and  reserved  manner.  It  became  a  habit  with  me  to  con- 
ceal my  affection  for  Hubert. 

Natural  feelings  of  pride  will  induce  every  woman  to  pursue  the 
same  course,  if  she  believe  that  the  fault  is  not  in  herself,  and  have 
deep  faith  in  a  return  of  merited  affection, 

1  never  questioned  Hubert  with  regard  to  his  frequent  and  long 
absences  from  home.  I  acted  as  if  I  had  not  missed  him.  I  wel- 
comed him  invariably  as  if  he  had  been  a  dear  brother,  nothing  more. 

At  first  he  seemed  surprised  ;  then  he  grew  angry  ;  at  last  he  re- 
proached me  with  fickleness.     Oh,  man  !  man  ! 

I  said  not  one  word,  but  a  moment  after  he  had  left  me  in  anger, 
he  might,  had  he  returned,  have  found  me  weeping  such  desolate, 
bitter,  burning  tears,  as  women  shed  only  when  their  holiest  affections, 
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thoir  deepest  foelin<];s  are  outrasred,  and  they  are  made  to  feel  a  sort 
of  shame  at  what  is  rarest  and  best  anioncr  their  heart's  emotions.  .  . 

One  (lav  Hubert  returned  from  one  of  his  lonn:  absences,  accom- 
pr\nied  by  two  women  on  horseback.  One,  a  tall  brunette,  imrae- 
di.itelv  appeared  to  me  to  bear  a  stronf;;  resemblance  to  the  dark 
woman  in  my  German  pictures,  and  this,  in  spite  of  handsome  features, 
abundant  black  hair,  ami  a  form  which,  though  too  full  for  beauty, 
was  not  without  a  certain  deirree  of  symmetry.  A  horrible  shudder 
passed  over  my  frame  as  this  woman  entered  the  sitting-room.  I 
felt  a  fearful  .presentiment  that  my  destiny  was  linked  with  hers, 
for  what  horrors  1  knew  not ;  but  the  hand  of  death  itself  seemed 
to  uripe  my  heart. 

The  name  of  this  woman  was  Cephysia  Edmonds.  I  have  been 
told  that  her  family  in  the  States,  or  among  the  Gentiles,  as  the 
Mormons  would  say,  was  respectable  and  of  good  standing,  but  that 
her  conduct  had  been  so  sh:imeless,  since  her  assumption  of  the 
Mormon  doctrines,  that  they  held  no  communication  with  her,  and 
even  disowned  her  as  their  daughter. 

She  informed  me  that  she  was  one  of  Elder  Manor's  wives,  and 
manifested  an  extraordinary  interest  in  my  domestic  affairs,  every 
now  and  then  glancing  at  Hubert  in  a  manner  that  left  no  doubt  in 
my  mind  as  to  her  being  his  mistress. 

Greatly  to  my  astonishment,  the  brunette  informed  me  that  she 
■was  commissioned  to  ask  me  if  I  felt  willing  to  become  the  spiritual 
wife  of  Elder  Aaron  Manor,  her  hu^sband,  who,  she  informed  me, 
had  only  ten  wives  already,  and  wished  to  add  myself  to  his  already 
**^  small  and  respectable"  family.  "With  the  utmost  indignation,  I 
told  her  that  I  loved  my  husband,  and  that  Hubert  and  I,  though 
unable  to  leave  the  Mormon  settlement,  were  only  in,  not  of  it,  and 
"Were  determined  to  leave  it  as  soon  as  we  could,  and  never  to  con- 
form to  the  Mormon  doctrines,  either  outwardly  or  in  our  domestic 
arrangements. 

Cephysia  Edmonds  hereupon  burst  into  a  loud  laugh,  at  the  same 
time  winking'  in  the  most  indelicate  manner  at  Hubert,  who,  to  my 
surprise,  joineil  in  the  laugh,  and  desired  her  to  "  let  Boadicea  alone." 

She  then  informed  me  that  this  was  what  many  had  said  at  first ; 
thiit  her  first  husband,  Myers  ]}rown,  had  said  the  same  thing  ex- 
actly, but  that  he  had  three  other  wives  beside  herself  now,  and  that 
she  had  been  the  "spiritual  wife"  of  two  other  husbands  ! 

Her  companion,  a  slender  woman  with  yellow  hair,  and  rather 
pretty,  joined  in  the  laughter,  though  in  hollow  tones,  which  were 
those  of  laughter  without  mirth,  and  replied  that  '*all  the  men  said 
so  at  first,"  and  that  all  first  wives  talked  the  same  way  that  1  was 
talking,  but  they  soon  "changed  their  tune,"  she  said. 

The  brown  woman  now  took  it  into  her  head  to  fancy  the  basket 
of  wax  fruit,  and  asked  me  to  "make  her  a  present  of  it."  I  de- 
clined, upon  the  ground  that  it  formed  part  of  the  furniture  of  the 
room,  when  Hubert,  to  my  utter  consternation,  frowning  at  me, 
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and  muttering  something  about  "rudeness,"  detached  the  little  cor- 
beille  from  its  ivory  pedestal,  and  handed  it  to  Cephysia,  who  there- 
upon made  me  a  mocking  courtesy,  and  gravely  thanked  me  "  for 
nothing." 

I  did  not  utter  one  word,  though  I  felt  myself  turn  pale  with  as- 
tonishment, as  much  as  with  grief.  I  had  spent  such  pleasant  hours 
by  Hubert's  side,  moulding  the  delicate  waxen  fruit,  arranging  the 
pretty  leaves,  and  he  had  so  much  admired  the  little  toy. 

I  quitted  the  room — the  sharp  triumphant  laughter  of  Cephysia 
rang  in  my  ears  as  I  closed  the  door.  I  heard  her  say  something 
witty,  of  course,  about  "all  the  wives"  being  ^'■touchy"  at  first,  and 
she  also  applauded  Hubert's  conduct,  advising  him,  at  the  same  time, 
to  "keep  the  upper  hand." 

About  five  minutes  after,  the  women  rode  away,  as  they  had  come, 
accompanied  by  Hubert — my  husband — mine,  alas  !  no  more. 

As  the  hoofs  of  the  horses  disappeared,  I  fell  on  the  floor  in  a  deep 
swoon.  • 

The  happiness  of  the  few  short  months  previous  to  this  occurrence, 
were  all  the  calm,  peaceful  happiness  I  have  ever  known,  except  the 
fedling  resembling  satisfaction  with  which  I  reflect,  that,  in  spite  of 
all  which  afterwards  occurred,  I  am  still  a  pure  wife. 


EUBEfiT   WITH   THE    M<^TtHON   WOMEN    LEAVES   BOAUICEA. 


CHAPTER    rV. 

JOURNAL   OF  BOADICEA. — PART   II. 
RetTini  of  Hubert — Forgiveness — Mormon  Polygamy. 

I  WILL  not  attempt  to  depict  the  feelings  with  which  I  saw 
Hubert  return  after  the  lapse  of  two  days.  My  health,  at  that 
time  delicate — I  was,  indeed,  about  to  become  a  mother — suffered 
severely  from  what  I  had  been  called  upon  to  bear.  Such  was  the 
secret  grief  which  I  endured  that  I  almost  feared  that  the  child 
I  was  about  to  bring  into  the  world  would  be  an  idiot. 

Hubert  offered  no  apology.  Hid  return  afforded  no  relief,  for  it 
had  now  become  painful  to  me  to  see  him.  I  would  willingly  have 
fled  from  the  very  sound  of  that  voice,  so  altered  from  its  affectionate 
tones  to  those  of  harshness  and  even  of  brutal  insult.  And  yet,  after 
a  time,  he  again  caressed  me,  as  if  nothing  had  happened ;  and  I — 
my  heart  benumbed,  as  it  were,  with  grief — suffered  his  now  unwel- 
come caresses  in  patient  silence — while  ever  between  us  seemed  to 
rise  the  mocking  phantom  of  the  dark  woman,  in  an  attitude  of 
derision.  I  felt  that  Hubert's  professions  of  renewed  love  and  pro- 
mises of  amendment  were  hollow.  My  peace  of  mind — my  respect 
for  and  confidence  in  him,  were  fled  forever. 

Oh  !  in  the  social  {very  social)  system  of  the  Mormons,  a  wife 
may  be  subjected  to  the  grossest  insult  one  moment  and  obligingly 
caressed  the  next.  Her.  husband  may — such  is  the  caprice  and  so 
coarse  the  passions  of  some  men — greet  her  with  apparent  affection, 
while  the  kisses  of  some  one  of  the  courtesan  wives  of  another  man 
are  still  warm  upon  his  lips. 

The  wife  is  not  expected  to  show  the  slightest  emotion,  even  if  sure 
of  this,  and  may  esteem  herself  fortunate  if  not  duly  delivered  over  to 
another  man,  upo«i  ilie  strength  of  somo  "  revelation,"  made  to  the 
husband  at  hi$  own  requcnt,  through  the  intervention  of  the  Elders. 
She  is  generally  apprised  that  her  eternal  welfare  depends  upon 
her  becoming  "sealed  to" — which  means  the  wife  of — no!  the 
mistress  of  some  other  member  of  the  Mormon  coimuunity. 

According  to  the  Mormon  creed — I  repeat — no  woman  can  enter 
heaven  on  her  own  merits — that  is,  without  a  man  to  take  her 
there!!!!!!!  This  convenient  and  highly  moral  arrangement 
causes  not  only  a  community  of  wives  and  husbands,  but  also  a  com- 
munity of  viuthcrs  and  fathers  ;  so  that,  after  a  time — if  the  Mor- 
mon settlement  be  not  broken  up  and  destroyed  by  dispersion — it 
will  be  aa  great  a  proof  of  wisdom  for  a  mother  to  know  who  is  the 
father  of  her  own  child,  as  it  will  be  for  that  child  to  know  who 
really  are  hig  own  pa;'  -ta. 
(30) 


BOADICEA   TISITINO    MARGAEKT. 


CHAPTER  V. 


JOURNAL    OP   BOADICEA. — PART   III. 
Desertion  and  Death  of  a  Mormon  Woman. 

I  WAS  passing,  one  morning,  near  a  small  house,  and  was  attracted 
by  hearing  low  moans  from  within.  Not  having  acquired  the  cal- 
lousness to  suffering,  which  is  a  characteristic  of  the  benevolent  Mor- 
mon association,  I  entered,  without  hesitation,  the  room  whence  these 
sounds  appeared  to  proceed. 

On  a  pile  of  clothes,  arranged  so  as  to  serve  as  a  bed,  and  emaci- 
ated to  the  last  degree,  lay  a  woman  groaning  with  pain.  She  was 
alone,  and  scarcely  noticed  my  entrance.  Seeing  that  it  was  neces- 
sary to  obtain  help,  I  sought  all  over  the  building  for  some  one  to 
assist  me.  In  the  adjoining  room  to  the  sufferer  were  several  other 
wives  of  the  same  husband,  Elder  Thomas  Lincoln ;  and  upon  my 
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demanding  assistance,  one  of  them  said,  "  Pretty  face,  take  yourself 
off — whoever  you  are,  don't  be  showing  yourself  here.  Margaret  is 
in  labor  pains.  She'll  never  live  through  it.  She's  a  poor,  miserable, 
puling,  ailing  tiling,  not  worth  minding.  Just  let  her  be;  she'll  go 
off  easy  after  it's  all  over." 

"Yes,"  said  another;  "she  is  of  no  use  to  any  one  since  she  lost 
her  health.  Elder  Abel  White  says,  that  it  is  not '  a  good  act'  to  assist 
her,  for  she  talks  against  us  Mormons.  I  hope  she'll  die,  and  the 
brat  too." 

"  Yes,"  said  another,  named  Hannah — a  pretty  woman ;  "  she 
had  better  be  left  to  reflect.     The  sooner  she  is  free  the  better." 

"Are  you  women,"  I  answered,  "and  do  you  answer  me  thus?" 

"  Women  !  to  be  sure  we  are.     We  wish  we  were  not,  though." 

"  AVill  you  not  assist  me  ?"  reiterated  I,  hearing  the  cries  of  the 
voman  Margaret. 

"  No  !  "  answered  one  and  all. 

I  left  the  inhuman  wretches  and  sought  the  chamber  of  Margaret, 
■who  in  a  few  hours  brought  into  the  world  a  dead  and  deformed 
child,  and  expired  in  agony,  after  blessing  me  and  entreating  me  to 
have  her  decently  laid  out  and  interred. 

"Can  such  things  be. 
And  overcome  us  like  a  summer  cload, 
Without  our  special  wouder  !" 

I  felt  harrowed  to  the  inmost  heart  at  her  wild,  despairing  words. 
Among  the  Mormons  it  is  held  "unnecessary"  to  endure  the  sight 
of  suffering.  When  any  one  falls  sick,  the  Elders  arc  consulted  as 
'to  whether  it  is  better  to  aid  and  assist  them  or  not.  If  the  party 
or  parties  be  obnoxious  to  any  one,  they  are  left  to  die  upon  the 
strength  of  some  "vision"  or  "revelation." 

The  illnesses  of  frequent  occurrence  among  the  Mormons  are  of 
the  most  startling  and  surprising  nature.  1  have  seen  several  deaths 
which  I  could  have  solemnly  testified  were  by  poison.  Of  these  no 
notice  was  taken,  it  being  asserted  tiiat,  to  attempt  to  assist  these 
persons,  would  have  been  "presuming  to  attempt  to  alter  the  de- 
crees" of  Providence. 

Sometimes  it  is  said  that  no  assistance  must  be  rendered,  lest  it 
"  prolong  a  life  of  sin."  This  is  in  cases  of  revolt  from  Morraonism, 
this  being  the  only  sin  really  furnished  among  this  vij'tuous  and  en- 
liyldcntd  people. 


BROTHER   SETH   AT   HIS   PRIVATE    DETOTIONS. 


CHAPTER    VI. 

JOUKNAL  OF  BOADICEA. — PART  IV. 

Visit  of  Brother  Seth  Holmes — His  Attempt  to  induce  Boadicea  to  become  his  "Spi- 
ritual" Wife — Answer  of  Boadicea — Insulting  Conduct  of  Brother  Seth — Cowardice 
of  Seth. 

One  morning,  during  one  of  Hubert's  now  frequent  absences,  a 
man — dressed  like  a  gentleman — but,  as  the  sequel  will  show,  with- 
out other  pretensions  to  that  title,  entered  my  house  without  knock- 
ing or  asking  admittance.  Without  preamble  he  seated  himself 
opposite  me  and  began  to  speak. 

"  Sister  Boadicea,"  said  he,  "  I  wish  to  ask  you  a  few  questions. 
Will  you  answer  them  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  I. 

"To  speak  plainly,"  continued  Brother  Seth  Holmes — for  this  was 
the  man's  name — "  have  you  not  an  affection  for  me, — such — that, 
were  it  lawful  and  right,  you  would  accept  me  for  your  husband  and 
companion  ?" 

"  I  never  saw  you  before  in  my  life,"  answered  I. 

"  Why,  yes,  you  have,  beloved  Sister  Boadicea,"  answered  the 
man — "  at  worship." 

I  stared  at  him.  "  Well,"  answered  I,  at  last,  "  1  do  remember 
seeing  your  ugly  phiz  before." 

(33) 
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"  Be  serious,  sister,  be  serious,"  answered  the  pious  Elder. 
"  Brother  Peter  Smith  has  had  a  revelation  from  God  that  it  is 
lawful  and  right  for  me  to  have  you  for  a  wife." 

I  started  back  and  stared  at  the  man. 

"  Brother  Smith  has  seven  wives  himself,  and  I  have  nine ;  but  I 
would  rather  have  you  for  a  wife  than  any  of  them — or  the  nino 
together — if  you  will  be  my  spiritual  wife  and  be  '  sealed  unto' 
me  next  week.  I  will  even  dismiss  all  the  others — which  is  not 
generally  done,  I  assure  you,  and  get  them  new  husbands.  For,  as 
it  was  in  the  days  of  Abraham,  so  it  shall  be  in  these  last  days; 
and  whoever  is  among  the  first  that  is  willing  to  take  up  the  cross, 
will  receive  the  greatest  of  all  earthly  blessings  possible.  And  if 
you  will  accept  me,  I  will  take  you  straight  to  the  celestial  king- 
dom. And  if  you  will  have  me  in  this  world,  I  will  have  you  in 
the  next  world.  And  Brother  Peter  will  marry  us  next  week.  And 
you  can  hold  your  tongue  until  I  clear  my  house  out  for  you,  and 
your  husband  will  not  know  any  thing  about  it.  It's  none  of  his 
business.  You  know  he  is  in  love  with  Cephysia,  Elder  Aaron 
Manor's  wife.     He'll  not  mind  it  in  the  least,  I  assure  you."  (!) 

"  Have  you  done  ?"  answered  I ;  "  because  if  you  have,  you  had 
better  go.  My  husband  will  be  here  directly ;  and  I  will  tell  him 
exactly  what  you  say;  and  he  will  thrash  you  within 'an  inch  of 
your  life." 

"  Look  here.  Sister  Boadicea  ;  don't  you  believe  in  me  ?  You'd 
better  believe  in  me.  What  1  tell  you  is  lawful  and  right,  before 
God — according  to  holy  revelation.  You  have  the  foolish  notions 
of  the  Gentiles  of  the  States ;  but  I  can  tell  you  you  had  better 
behave  yourself,  and  do  as  I  reveal  to  you,  or  we  shall  have  to  get 
rid  of  you  in  some  quiet  way  or  other,  for  rebelling  against  the 
institutions  of  the  holy  faith,  ^st  you  should  breed  discord  here, 
after  the  manner  of  the  blind  and  unrighteous  Gentiles." 

*'  Are  you  going  or  not?"  answered  I. 

"  1  will  have  a  kiss  now,  at  all  events.  If  you  will  give  me  a  kiss, 
I  will  leave  you  to  reflect  on  what  I  have  said,  and  on  the  holy 
revelation  of  Brother  Peter.  You  had  better  be  reasonable,  or  we 
must  make  way  with  you  in  some  snug  way.  Sister  Boadicea." 

"  If  you  do  not  leave  this  house,  and  that  speedily,"  answered  I, 
''  I  shall  make  way  with  you;"  and  I  drew  from  the  bosom  of  my 
dress  a  small  pocket  pistol  of  Hubert's,  which  the  moral  tone  of  the 
Mormon  society  had  before  that  time  made  a  necessary  as  well  as 
useful  weapon  of  self-defence. 

Brother  Seth  hereupon  ran  away,  as  fast  as  his  legs  could  carry  him 
— home,  1  buppose,  to  his  nine  wives.  I  pocketed  the  pistol,  which 
had  never  yet  been  loaded.  Ah  I  the  Mormon  men  are  the  vilest, 
lowest  cowards  imaginable. 

The  former  fanaticism  has  degenerated  into  mere  licentiousness, 
under  the  spiritual  wife  system.  The  men  have  become  to  the  last 
degree  demoralized,  eflcminatc,  and  lazy. 

It  13  the  old  fable  of  Hercules  at  the  feet  of  Onepbale. 


BROTHER   8ETH   PRACTICING   ELOCUTIOH. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


JOURNAL  OF  BOADICEA. — PART  V. 


Indignation   of  Hubert  at  Holmes'   Conduct — Renewal   of  Holmes!   Pursuit — His 

Doctrines. 


When  Hubert  returned,  he  seemed  extremely  indignant  at  what 
had  passed.  The  possibility  of  losing  me,  seemed  to  revive  his  old 
love,  and  a  short  season  of  peacefulness  followed. 

After  a  few  days.  Brother  Seth  returned.  He  had  watched  the 
house  and  seen  Hubert  depart.  "  According  to  the  revelation  of  the 
Prophet  omith,"  said  he,  in  a  loud  voice,  as  I  turned  impatiently 
away,  and  would  not  listen  to  him,  "  it  is  lawful  and  right  for  you  to 
become  my  wife,  and  live  with  me  ;  if  there  be  any  sin  in  it,  I  will 
answer  for  it  before  God,  and  you  need  not  trouble  yourself  about 
it  at  all.  Brother  Joseph  Smith,  who  has  the  keys  of  the  kingdom 
of  heaven,  by  his  spiritual  revelation  will  bind  us  together,  and  what- 
ever he  binds  on  earth  shall  be  bound  in  heaven,  and  whatever  he 
looses  oa  earth  shall  be  loosed  in  heaven. 

(35) 
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"If  yon  will  accept  of  me,"  continued  he,  still  louder,  "you  shall 
be  blessed :  God  shall  bless  you,  and  my  blessing  shall  rest  upon 
you.  And  if  you  will  be  led  by  my  will,  you  will  do  right  and  well, 
for  I  will  take  care  of  you.  And  if  you  don't  like  me  in  a  month  or 
two,  you  can  be  free  again  ;  you  may  then  like  some  one  else  better ; 
but  you  had  better  take  me  first.''  (!!!) 

By  this  time  he  was  purple  with  shouting  to  make  me  hear,  for  I 
had  stopped  my  cars  to  shut  out  his  blasphemies,  though  I  still  dis- 
tinctly hoard  his  roaring  voice. 

I  finally  left  the  room,  slamming  the  door  after  me.  After  wait- 
ing an  hour  for  me  to  return,  Brother  Seth  Holmes  "  retired  in 
disgust." 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART   VI. 
Serenade  of  Brother  Seth — A  Mormon  Song. 

A  FEW  evenings  after  the  second  disappearance  of  Brother  Seth, 
he,  on  the  principle,  I  presume,  that  "  music  hath  charms  to  soothe 
the  savage  breast,"  gave  me  an  original  serenade,  of  which  the  inten- 
tion seemed  to  be  as  well  to  recommend  himself  to  me  for  saint-like 
and  holy  qualities,  as  to  exercise  my  itind  on  the  subject  of  religion. 
The  serenade  was  a  solo,  sung  by  Brother  Seth  himself,  (outside  the 
door,  which  I  had  managed  to  secure  effectually,)  and  its  musical 
merit  was  on  a  parallel  with  that  of  the  celebrated  tune  which  is 
supposed  to  have  caused  the  demise  of  a  certain  venerable  domestic 
animal,  useful  in  furnishing  "  the  milk  of  human — breakfastt." 

BROTHER  SETH'S  SERENADE. 

A    MORMON    BONO. 

I'm  II  saint,  I'm  a  ftnint. 

On  the  rough  world  wide; 
The  earth  is  my  home. 

And  my  God  is  my  gnide.  . 

Up!  up!  with  the  truth; 

Let  its  power  bend  the  kn*e; 
I  am  sent,'  I  am  sent. 

And  salvation  is  free. 

I  fear  not  old  priestcraft ; 

Its  dof^mas  can't  awe; 
I've  a  chart  for  to  steer  by, 

That  tells  me  the  law  ; 
And  ne'er  as  a  coward 

To  falsehood  I'll  kneel, 
While  Mormon  tells  troth. 

Or  Qod'a  people  reveal. 
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Up  !  up  !  -with  the  truth  ; 

Let  its  power  bend  the  knee  ; 
I  am  sent,  I  am  sent, — 

Dying  Bab'lon,  to  thee  ! 
I  am  sent,  I  am  sent, 

Take  this  warning,  and  flee. 

The  arm  of  the  tyrant 

Fell  terror  has  spread ; 
Tet  though  they  oppose  us, 

Their  strongholds  we'll  tread. 
What  to  us  is  the  scorn 

Of  the  selfish  and  vain? 
We  have  borne  it  before, 

And  we'll  bear  it  again. 

The  fire-gleaming  bolts 

Of  oppression  may  fall, 
And  kill  off  the  body, — 

Death  can't  us  appal.  '■ 

With  heaven  above  us, 

And  all  hell  below, 
Through  the  wide  world  of  error 

Right  onward  we  go. 

Come  on,  my  brave  comrades  ; 

Now's  the  time  you  should  speaki 
The  Storm-Fiend  is  roused 

From  his  long  dreary  sleep : 
Our  watch-word  for  safety 

In  Zion  shall  be  ; 
I  am  sent,  I  am  sent, — 

Dying  Bab'lon,  to  thee  ; 
I  am  sent,  I  am  sent, — 

Take  this  warning,  and  flee. 


This  astonishing  entertainment  being  ended,  Brother  Seth  took 
his  departure,— not,  however,  without  again  trying  the  door,  and  en- 
deavoring to  effect  an  entrance. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

JOURNAL  OF  BOADICEA. — PART  VII. 

I  HERE  pause  to  introduce  a  portion  of  the  instructions  given  to 
women  by  the  Mormon  "Fathers,  Elders,  and  Brothers  in  the 
Lord,"  (in  the  devil !)  on  the  subject  of  their  faith.  It  is  such  an 
answer  as  I  received  from  Hubert  when  I  asked  him  what  the  Mor- 
mons believed  God  to  be. 

THE  MORMON  BELIEF  REGARDING  GOD,  ANGELS,  AND  THE  FUTURE. 

Quest.  What  is  God  ? 

Ans.  He  is  a  material  organized  intelligence,  possessing  both 
body  and  parts.     He  is  in  the  form  of  a  man,  and  is,  in  fact,  of  the 
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$ame  species;  and  is  a  model  or  standard  of  perfection,  to  which 
vian  is  destined  to  attain!  1 1  he  being  the  great  Father  and  Head 
of  the  Whol-^  Family. 

This  being  cannot  occupy  two  distinct  places  at  once  ;  therefore 
he  cannot  be  evert/  where  present. 

[Remark  of  author. — Here  we  have  the  omniscience,  as  well  as 
the  omnipresence,  of  God  denied.  But  the  Mormon  god  is  another 
being.) 

Quest.  What  are  angels? 

Ans.  They  are  intelligences  of  the  human  species.  Many  of  them 
are  the  oflspring  of  Adam  and  Eve — of  men,  it  is  said,  being 
gods  or  sons  of  irod,  endowed  with  the  same  powers,  attributes,  and 
capacities,  that  their  Heavenly  Father  and  Jesus  possess  !  !  !  ! 

The  weakest  child  of  God  which  notv  exists  upon  the  earth,  will 
possess  more  domiiiion,  more  property,  more  subjects,  and  more  poiver 
and  glory  than  is  possessed  by  Jesus  Christ,  or  by  His  Father,  while 
at  the  sajne  time,  Jesus  Christ  and  his  Father  will  have  their  do- 
minions and  subjects  increased  in  proportion. 

I  need  make  no  comment.     "  Horrors  on  Horrors  1" 


CHAPTER  X. 

JOURNAL    OF    BOADICEA. — PART    VIII. 
Threats  of  Brother  Seth  and  Brother  Howard. 

I  WAS  left  in  peace  for  some  little  time  after  this  occurrence, 
when  one  evening,  after  I  had  almost  forgotten  the  existence  of 
Brother  Seth,  he  came  across  the  little  grass  patch  in  front  of  my 
nou.sc,  accompanied  Jby  Brother  Howard,  another  of  the  most  promi- 
nent among  the  Mormon  elders,  and  a  perfect  "  Saint"  in  the  esti- 
mation of  all  the  Mormons. 

A  singular  sensation  of  fear  and  loathing  nearly  overcame  me  at 
the  sight  of  these  men.  I  knew  the  infamous  character  of  tlie  one, 
and  of  the  otiier  feared  the  same,  because  I  knew  him  to  be  the  inti- 
mate confederate,  agent,  jackal,  and  pander,  of  the  notorious  and 
inconceivably  wicked  Bernard  Yale. 

It  was  as  if  one  of  the  devil's  chiefcst  fiends  had  risen  from  the 
depths  of  the  lowest  hell  before  me.  I  felt  myself  tremble  and  turn 
p'.ilc,  and  well  I  might,  for  I  was  alone ;  it  was  dark,  and  growing 
liite,  and  no  human  being  was  within  less  than  a  ({uarter  of  a  mile  of 
my  lonely  and  isolated  house.  In  the  midst  of  my  perturbation  and 
alarm,  the  elders  entered  my  house.  Brother  JSeth  surveyed  me 
with  a  look  of  sinister  delight. 

"  1  have  brought  Brother  Howard,"  said  he,  "  to  bring  you  to  terms, 
and  teach  you  that  we  Mormons  arc  not  to  be  triiied  with." 
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"Gently,  gently,  Brother  Seth," interposed  Howard;  "you  mar  all 
by  your  eagerness  and  haste;  let  me  talk  to  Sister  Boadicea — let  7ne 
open  her  eyes  to  the  sinfulness  of  her  ways,  and  show  her  that  she 
is  on  the  verge  of  the  gulf  of  perdition.  I  will  cause  her  to  repent 
and  tremhle,  that  she  be  not  cast  into  uttermost  darkness." 

"I  loathe,  detest,  and  despise  your  doctrines.  I  know  of  what 
licentiousness,  what  horrors  of  iniquity  and  guilt  they  serve  as  cloaks* 
Why  will  you  torment  me  ?  All  I  ask  is,  to  be  left  to  solitude.  Is 
it  not  enough  that  your  women  have  alienated  from  me  my  husband's 
love  ?  Must  I,  also,  be  subjected  to  loathsome  and  guilty  proposals?" 

"  We  are  aware  that  Brother  Hubert  has  followed  the  calls  of  his 
religious  duties  and  obligations,  and  has  taken  unto  himself  another 
love ;  but  he  has  forborne  to  bring  her  here ;  he  goes  to  her,  and  is 
in  hopes  that  you  may  be  induced  to  assume  other  ties,  and  leave 
the  house  free  to  him !"  answered  Howard. 

"  That  is  false,  vile  traducers  !"  exclaimed  I.  "  I  know  that  one 
day  his  heart  will  repent,  and  that  he  will  be  again  my  own  dear 
husband,  my  own  Hubert !"  Here  I  could  not  help  bursting  into 
tears. 

Brother  Seth  seated  himself  beside  me,  and  attempted  to  take  my 
hand,  which  I,  however,  withdrew,  and  also  pushed  my  chair  to  con- 
siderable distance  from  his. 

"Verily,  sister,"  said  Howard  upon  this,  "you  seem  to  speak  as 
if  there  was  an  hope  of  such  foolish  conduct  and  eflFeminate  weak- 
ness, on  the  part  of  good  brother  Hubert ;  but  verily,  you  are  mis- 
taken :  your  better  course  is  to  leave  him  to  himself,  and  by  taking 
nnto  yourself  another  companion,  to  entirely  drive  him  from  your 
memory.  We  are  willing  to  act  mildly  in  this  matter,  sister,  because 
of  your  youth  and  loveliness ;  and  we  would  willingly  guide  you  into 
the  paths  of  righteousness  and  salvation  ;  think,  dearly-beloved  sister, 
what  would  be  our  feelings  when  Christ  shall  have  come  in  person 
to  reign  a  thousand  years  on  earth,  if  we  behold  you,  instead  of 
a  shining  angel,  an  outcast  from  glory,  weeping  and  wailing,  and 
gnashing  your  teeth,  like  tue  rebellious  Gentiles." 

Here  1  could  not  help  laughing.  Brother  Howard  frowned  and 
turned  red. 

"Well,"  answered  I,  "I  do  not  fear  that  you  will  see  me  in  that 
situation,  for  the  sin  of  not  liking  Mr.  Holmes ;  and  if  this  be  all 
you  have  to  say  in  favor  of  your  religion  and  your  morality,  I  de- 
sire that  you  will,  both  of  you,  quit  this  place,  and  leave  me  to  take 
care  of  my  own  soul,  and  my  own  salvation." 

"  What  horrible  blasphemy  !"  exclaimed  Brother  Seth,  rolling  up 
bis  eyes  till  nothing  but  the  whites  were  visible;  "it  makes  my 
blood  run  cold."  Brother  Seth  hereupon  shivered — so  did  Brother 
Howard. 

"  Will  you  oblige  me  by  withdrawing  ?"  reiterated  I. 

"No,  by  no  moans,"  answered  Brother  Howard;  "what  I  wish  is 
ft  promise  from  you  to  listen  to  Brother  Scth's  suit,  and  that  you 
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will  repent  the  evil  of  your  ways,  and  turn  from  the  sinfulness 
thereof." 

*' I  will  never  listen  to  Mr.  Holmes'  insults,"  answered  I,  "and  I 
feel  nothing  for  him  but  loathing,  hatred,  and  contempt."  Here  I 
noticed  that  the  expression  of  Howard's  face  grew  dark  and  malig- 
nant, and  that  he  exchanged  a  furtive  glance  with  Holmes. 

"  Do  you  know,"  said  he  to  me,  "  that  we  consider  it  our  duty  as 
upholders  of  a  great  and  honorable  sect,  to  make  way  with  such  as 
contemn  our  doctrines,  despise  our  -words,  and  threaten  us  with 
revolt  ?" 

"  I  can  easily  imagine  that  the  presence  of  such  is  disagreeable  to 
you ;  and,  therefore,  I  entreat  you,  as  human  beings,  to  enable  me 
to  leave  this  place.  If  you  will  do  so,  I  will  never  breathe  a  word 
of  what  I  have  seen  and  know  ;  but  will,  for  the  sake  of  my  unborn 
child's  father,  as  well  as  for  the  sake  of  freedom,  refrain  from  utter- 
ing one  word  in  your  di.<pvaise." 

As  I  spoke  of  "  my  unborn  child"  the  men  started. 

"  Is  this  a  mere  evasion  ?"  said  Brother  Howard. 

"  No,"  answered  I,  "  upon  my  word  of  honor  as  a  woman." 

"  We  will  leave  you  then,  for  a  few  montlis,  to  retlection.  If,  at 
the  end  of  that  time,  your  views  do  not  alter,  then  we  shall  take 
other  and  harsher  measures." 

With  this  they  left  me;  and  such  was  the  agitation  from  which  I 
was  suffering  at  their  ins-ults  and  threats,  that  I  could  scarcely  totter 
to  my  room.  A  violent  illness  confined  me  to  my  bed  for  a  month 
after  this  interview,  in  the  midst  of  which  Hubert  returned,  and 
behaved  with  great  kindness  iind  afiection.  This  I  attributed  to  a 
return  of  love ;  but  it  was  merely  the  result  of  a  quarrel  with 
Cephysia. 


CHAPTER    XL 

JOURNAL   OP   BOADICEA. — PART    IX. 
Harem  of  Bernard  Yale — Description  of  his  Wives. 

A  PEW  days  after  my  recovery,  a  shooting-match  took  place  at  a 
short  distance  from  my  liDuse — at  which  prizes  were  awarded  to  the 
best  pistol  shot  among  the  men,  and  to  the  best  archer  among  the 
ladies. 

It  became  necessary,  in  order  to  reach  the  lot  where  the  shooting- 
match  was  to  take  place,  that  all  the  ladies  should  pass  my  door — 
which  they  did  on  horseback.  I  liad  thus  an  opportunity  of  seeing 
assembled  together  some  of  the  handsomest  women  in  America ; 
among  the  other.*?,  the  whole  harem  of  Bernard  Yale. 

First,  in  a  riding-dress  of  blue  velvet,  with  a  cap  of  the  same,  of 
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the  "  jockey"  shape,  finished  with  a  gold  tassel,  and  embroidery  of 
the  same  gold  upon  her  habit,  rode  a  tall  blonde.  Her  features 
were  regular,  and  her  hair,  which  was  of  the  rare  golden  blonde 
description,  was  remarkably  abundant.  It  fell  about  her  face  in 
glittering  and  cloud-like  curls,  displaying  her  arching  and  snowy 
throat  as  the  wind  lifted  it,  and  fluttering  like  a  fairy  silken  banner 
on  the  air.  The  countenance  of  this  woman,  though  originally  it 
must  have  been  of  the  order  of  beauty  which  is  termed  angelic,  was 
now  almost  repulsive,  though  handsome ;  for  her  clear  blue  eyes 
shone  with  a  hard,  bold  and  wicked  light.  Her  lips  were  pale  and 
compressed,  and  her  eyes  surrounded  with  those  pink  rings,  and 
marked  beneath  with  the  livid  hues  which  stamp  the  drunkard. 
What  a  mirror  is  the  human  face  for  reflecting  the  passions  of  the 
soul — especially  the  female  face  ! 

Next  rode  a  woman  of  that  remarkable  and  always  striking  order 
of  beauty  which  combines  black  lustrous  hair  with  a  white  com- 
plexion, and  large  oriental  eyes  with  delicate  and  exquisite  features. 
This  face,  though  of  the  most  noble  contour,  and  accompanied  by 
an  elegant  form,  of  that  rare  and  willowy  grace  which  reminds  one 
of  the  movements  of  the  wild  deer,  was  even  more  hard  and  brazen 
than  that  of  the  blonde.  The  eyes  wore  a  hard  stare,  and  the  deli- 
cate skin  was  roughened  with  pink  blotches,  announcing  high  living 
and  drunkenness  as  well. 

In  the  appearance  of  all  these  women  was  that  reckless  effronterie^ 
that  hard,  bold,  brazen  look,  which  the  French  call  "  mauvais  air," 
and  which  invariably  marks  the  woman  lost  to  virtue  ;  that  inde- 
scribable want  of  modesty  and  respectability  in  the  gait,  tournure 
and  manner,  which  enables  one  always  to  tell  a  courtesan  from  a 
lady,  whatever  her  dress,  surroundings  and  appointments. 

The  third  lady,  who  rode  after  this  woman,  (formerly,  I  have 
been  told,  a  distinguished  belle  of  New  York,)  was  a  girl  of  the 
order  of  beauty  called  chesnut  blonde.  Iler  large  blue  eyes,  brown 
hair,  with  a  tinge  of  auburn — her  fair,  pale  skin  and  exquisite  shape, 
made  her  more  remarkable  than  any  who  accompanied  her.  Her 
face  was  faultless — the  features  of  the  Roman  type — and  wearing  a 
haughty  look.  Upon  a  nearer  examination,  the  callous  despair,  tho 
blank  wretchedness  of  h«r  look,  were  alone  remarkable.  She  rode  a3 
if  she  particularly  wished  to  be  thrown  from  her  horse  and  killed. 
I  never  saw  in  any  living  face  such  utter  desolation,  such  calm, 
unmoved  anguish  and  despair.  She  would  occasionally  strike  the 
reins  on  her  liorse's  neck,  to  hasten  his  speed ;  and  I  observed  that 
she  fchuddered  as  a  coarse  oath  from  one  of  those  who  preceded  her 
fell  upon  her  ear.     Poor,  beautiful,  ruined  being !     Poor  Mary  Loyd ! 

The  fourth  lady  was  fleshy  and  not  particularly  handsome.  The 
only  beauty  I  observed  in  her  was  a  handsome  white  hand,  which 
she  wor'',  1  observed,  ungloved — probably  to  show  its  whiteness. 

The  fifth  lady  was  a  wild,  sprightly  brunette.  Iler  rich  dark 
complexion,  with  a  clear  cririttson  glow,  and  her  sparkling  brown 
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THE    AMERICAN    WIFE. 


eyes,  pave  her  the  appearance  of  unusual  health.  She  laughed  aa 
ghe  rode  along — showing  her  pearly  and  dazzling  teeth.  I  have 
been  told  that  she  was  a  Spanish  woman,  who  was  accused  of  having 
poisoned  her  husband  in  a  fit  of  jealousy ;  for  which  reason  she  had 
fled  her  country.  She  was  one  of  those  whom  I  should  judge  that 
nothing  but  extreme  suffering  would  lead  to  see  the  error  of  her 
ways.     She  appeared  to  glory  in  her  guilt. 

Next  rode  Cephysia — my  rival.  I  have  described  her.  I  noticed 
that  she  looked  sulky,  and  did  not,  as  I  had  anticipated,  raise  her 
eyes  to  my  windows  as  she  passed.  Perhaps  she  did  not  care  to  see 
Hubert  besiile  me.     For  a  wonder,»he  was  there. 

Next  to  the  brunette  rode  Bernard  Yale.  lie  appeared  to  be 
conversing  with  the  brunette.  His  words  were  in  this  wise.  As 
ho  rode  very  slowly  I  could  distinguish  what  he  said. 

"  God  created  me,  and  you,  and  all  mortals,  to  become  gods  like 
unto  himself.  {.')  All  human  beings  were  created  for  this  express 
purpose  ;  that  they  might  increase  the  intelligence  and  truth,  which 
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is  God,  and  after  they  have  become  gods,  even  the  sons  of  the  living 

God,  they  have  the  power  of  peopling  earthly  tap.erxacles  (the 
Mormon  vrord  for  hodifs)  with  their  spirits,  even  as  they  now  have 
the  power  to  hold  spiritual  communication  with  one  another." 

lie  rode  on,  and  I  could  hear  no  more.  From  what  devil  was  he 
then  drawing  his  strange  and  diabolic  inspiration? 

Bernard  Yale  is  a  man  of  tolerable  talents  and  passable  address, 
without  good  looks,  or  that  which  I  should  call  so ;  he  passes  for 
^''fascinating"  among  the  singularly  susceptible  persons  by  whom  he 
is  surrounded.  He  has  the  faculty  of  adapting  himself  to  all  intel- 
lects, all  tastes,  and  all  grades.  Among  the  more  refined  of  his  as* 
sociates,  he  affects  the  gentleman,  but  a  greater  brute  and  boor,  as 
his  wives  know  to  their  cost,  docs  not  exist,  "With  the  ruffian,  the 
outlaw,  the  murderer,  the  drunkard,  the  thief,  the  forger,  this  man 
is  hand  in  glove,  boon  companion,  and  instigator,  as  -v^ell  as  assistant. 

The  sixth  wife  followed  behind  him.  She  also  was  not  attractive, 
but  seemed  quieter  and  more  modest  than  the  others.  She  did  not 
laugh  or  swear  so  loudly. 

The  seventh  and  eighth  were  sisters,  both  very  pretty,  rosy  English 
girls.  It  is  no  uncommon  thing  for  one  man  among  the  Mormons 
to  have  three  sisters  for  wives.  One  man  has  four  own  sisters  in  his 
harem. 

The  ninth  woman  was  an  Indian  ;  she  was  handsome ;  she  looked 
dejected,  and  did  not  join  in  the  conversation. 

All  who  followed  wore  handsome,  except  hero  and  there  a  coarse, 
plain,  or  repulsive  face. 

Lost !  lost !  lost  I  all,  save  through  God's  unwearied  mercy. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


JOURNAL  OF  BOADICEA. — PART  X. 


Revolt  and  Disappearance  of  Mary  MaxwelL 

It  was  on  a  quiet  morning,  while  I  was  seated  in  my  sitting-room, 
that  a  woman  entered  m}-  room,  apparently  under  the  influence  of 
great  excitement  and  sobbing  with  grief. 

I  dropped  my  work,  rose  and  went  to  her,  for  she  appeared  about 
to  faint.  As  I  extended  my  arms,  she  fell  into  them,  exclaiming, 
"  Save  me  !  save  me  !" 

"From  what?"  demanded  I. 

"From  hell!"  she  answered,  still  under  the  influence  of  violent 
agitation. 

In  a  few  moments,  however,  she  grew  calmer,  and  I  succeeded  in 
extracting  from  her  that  she  was  named  Mary  Maxwell,  was  married, 
and  about  to  become  a  mother ;  that  her  husband  had  deserted  her 
for  Mona  Fernandez,  one  of  the  harem  of  Bernard  Yale,  (the  Spanish 
woman  whom  I  described  in  the  last  chapter,)  and  that  her  husband 
■was  on  that  day  to  bring  Mona  Fernandez  home ;  that  she  had 
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rebelled  against  this,  and  he  had  driven  her  from  the  house  with 
blows. 

Bruises  upon  her  hands  and  arms,  as  well  as  her  shoulders,  attested 
the  truth  of  her  assertions. 

She  seemed  to  fear  being  pursued.  I  asked  her  if  any  one  had 
followed  her;  she  said  "yes,"  that  Yale  was  "after  her." 

After  much  more  revealing  of  horrors,  she  sank  back,  appearing  to 
be  perfectly  exhausted.  I  myself  was  trembling  with  agitation.  I 
feared  lest  every  moment  should  see  Yale  enter  my  house.  I  was 
alone,  without  protection,  or  weapons  of  defence. 

Mary  Maxwell  seemed  to  imagine  that  I  could  defend  her  against 
Yale.  I  promised  to  do  my  best  to  protect  her ;  but  what,  alas  !  is 
a  woman's  arm  against  the  strength  of  a  man  ?  I  sat  quaking  with 
fear.  Mary  every  moment  grew  paler  and  paler.  I  observed  that 
she  appeared  to  be  concealing  something  in  her  bosom.  On  coming 
nearer  to  her,  I  saw  that  it  was  a  pistol :  she  drew  it  forth  and 
showed  it  to  me.     "  Is  it  loaded  ?"  asked  I. 

"It  is,"  she  replied;  "it  is  my  husband's  pistol." 

At  this  moment  the  door  opened.  Yale,  accompanied  by  two  men, 
iwhose  faces  were  covered  with  masks,  entered  the  room ;  one  of 
them  carried  a  dark  lantern. 

Mary  had  crouched  in  one  corner  of  the  room  ;  I  had  placed  a 
chair  before  her,  over  which,  as  if  carelessly,  I  threw  a  large  shawl. 

"Is  one  Mary  Maxwell,  the  devil's  own  child,  concealed  in  this 
house  ?"  demanded  Yale  ;  "  if  she  is,  you  will  do  well  to  give  her  up  ; 
she  has  already  killed  one  of  my  men  by  flinging  a  knife  at  him,  and 
I  am  come  to  see  justice  administered  upon  her." 

"  You  are  at  liberty  to  search  the  promises,"  answered  I,  seeing 
that  Yale  did  not  suspect  that  Mary  Maxwell  was  in  the  very  room 
where  he  stood. 

"  I  shall  do  so,"  answered  he. 

Accordingly,  he,  with  the  two  men,  searched  the  house.  I  took 
the  opportunity  thus  offered,  of  concealing  Mary  in  the  garden,  think- 
ing that  they  would  hardl}'  search  there.     It  was  her  own  wish. 

After  a  long  absence  and  ineffectual  search,  Yale  again  entered 
the  room  where  I  was.  "  1  cannot  find  her,  and  yet  1  am  confident 
that  I  saw  her  enter  this  house." 

"You  may  search  it  again,  if  you  like,"  answered  I. 

"  No,"  grumbled  Yale  ;  and  he  started  to  depart.  As  he  passed 
the  spot  where  Mary  was  crouched  in  the  garden,  a  white  handker- 
chief, which  she  had  dropped,  attracted  his  attention.  lie  stopped, 
picked  it  up,  and  immediately  began  to  search  the  garden. 

I  saw  th;it  all  was  lost ;  but,  determined  to  defend  Mary,  I  ex- 
claimed, "Run,  run,  Mary!  run!" 

She  started.  The  moment  I  had  uttered  the  words  I  regretted  that 
I  had  done  so.     I  saw  that  she  was  too  weak  to  run  far. 

Suddenly  she  turned,  aimed  the  pistol  at  Yale,  but  missing  him, 
shot  one  of  the  men,  who  fell. 
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With  a  demoniac  shout,  Yale  and  his  surviving  companion  started 
after  her.  She  disappeared  in  the  direction  of  the  mountains.  I 
sank  down  into  a  chair,  utterly  overcome,  and  trembling  in  every 
limb,  but  determined  to  await  the  event. 


CHAPTER   XIII. 

JOURNAL  OF  BOADICEA. — PART  XI. 

After  the  lapse  of  quarter  of  an  hour,  during  which,  as  I  heard  no 
sound,  I  began  to  hope  that  by  some  miracle,  Mary  Maxwell  had 
escaped,  she  suddenly  darted  into  the  room,  and  fell  upon  the  floor, 
pale,  ghastly,  and  covered  with  blood.  Yale  followed  after.  He 
entered  the  room,  still  accompanied  by  the  masked  man,  whose  com- 
panion lay  a  corpse  in  my  garden,  and  seeing  his  victim  on  the  floor, 
walked  towards  her. 

*'  Will  you  go  with  me  ?"  asked  he. 

"No,"  answered  the  dying  woman. 

"Then  you  are  done  for,"  said  Yale;  and  deliberately,  before  my 
very  eyes,  in  spite  of  my  wild  screams  for  his  mercy,  he  fired  at  her, 
and  scattered  her  brains  over  the  floor.  I  fell  down  in  a  death-like 
swoon.  On  my  recovery,  the  corpses  of  Mary  Maxwell  and  Yale's 
masked  companion,  Yale  himself,  and  every  trace  of  the  bloody  murder, 
had  vanished ;  but  for  the  trampled  flowers  of  my  garden,  and  the 
ghastly  remembrance  which  will  remain  in  my  heart  until  my  dying 
day,  I  could  have  believed  it  all  a  dream.  Indeed,  when  I  communi- 
cated these  circumstances  to  Hubert,  and  showed  him  the  trampled 
garden,  he  told  me  that  I  had  had  an  attack  of  nightmare ;  and  said  he 
did  not  believe  one  word  I  said.  Nor  could  I  induce  him,  by  all  my  re- 
presentations, to  appear,  in  the  least  degree,  to  credit  my  assertions. 


CHAPTER    XIV. 

JOURNAL   OP   BOADICEA. — PART   XII. 
Lawrence  Groy's  Suicide — Hubert's  Sorrow. 

As  if,  in  visitation  upon  Hubert  for  his  indifference  to  the  horrible 
crime  thus  perpetrated,  one  of  his  own  friends,  a  man  to  whom  he 
was  deeply  attached,  became  one  of  the  victims  thereof. 

It  appeared,  that  previous  to  the  marriage  of  Mary  Grey  to  Max- 
well, her  husband,  she  had  been  the  sole  companion — they  being  or- 
phans— of  her  brother,  Lawrence  Grey. 

These  two  young  persons  were  twins,  bearing  the  most  astonishing 
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resemblance  to  each  other  ;  ami  each  seemed  to  he  constantly  striving, 
I  have  since  hoard,  to  surpass  the  other  in  affection. 

One  day  Hubert  entered  the  house,  accompanied  by  Lawrence 
Grey,  who  looked,  in  spite  of  his  extreme  beauty  of  appearance,  like 
an  exhumated  corpse.  Ilia  eyes  were  hollow,  and  glittered  with  a 
fierce  an<l  frenzied  fire ;  his  cheeks  were  livid ;  his  dark  hair  matted 
upon  his  brow,  and  his  hands  trembled  convulsively. 

"It  was  here!  here,  then,"  exclaimed  he,  "that  Mary  died!  My 
poor,  poor  sister  !"  and  he  flung  himself  upon  the  tioor  of  the  apart- 
ment in  an  agony  of  grief. 
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"Come,  Grey,"  said  Hubert,  "be  a  man." 

"Be  a  man!"  answered  Grey;  "no,  no  !  Hencefortb  I  am  a  de- 
mon. I  live  but  for  one  purpose, — to  kill  Bernard  Yale.  When 
that  is  done,  I  am  ready  to  depart." 

"Calm  yourself,  Grey,  for  heaven's  sake,"  answered  Hubert; 
"you  do  not  know" — here  he  glanced  at  the  windows — "you  do  not 
know  who  may  overhear  you." 

"  I  care  not,"  answered  Grey ;  "  I  care  not ;  she  is  dead — Mary  is 
dead — the  world  is  dead  to  me; — would  to  God  I  were  dead  too !" 

"Will  you  not  consent  to  live  for  my  sake?"  said  Hubert,  taking 
his  hand  with  the  tenderness  of  a  woman. 

"No  ;  I  ask  but  death  !  speedy  death,"  said  Grey ;  "  I  care  not  how 
soon  it  comes,  or  in  what  shape — but  first  revenge !  revenge !  re- 
venge !" 

Muttering  this,  and  horrible  threats  against  Yale,  the  poor  ma- 
niac left  us,  and  wandered  away.  On  the  morrow,  a  corpse  was 
found  floating  in  the  Great  Salt  Lake ;  it  was  that  of  poor  Lawrence 
Grey.  He  had  fired  at  Yale,  missed  him,  been  seized  by  some  of 
Yale's  satellites,  had  escaped  from  them,  and  to  evade  the  probable 
horror  of  Yale's  revenge,  had  drowned  himself. 

Hubert,  who  discovered  the  body,  wept  over  it,  raved,  and  called 
wildly  upon  Grey  to  speak  to  him.  The  dead  answered  not. 
At  last,  wild  with  grief,  poor  Hubert  bore  the  body  to  Yale  himself, 
and,  in  the  most  abject  manner,  implored  him  to  use  his  miraculous 
power,  and  restore  the  dead  to  life.  This  man  told  him  "no,"  that 
in  this  case  it  was  impossible ;  that  the  spirit  within  him  had  "  no 
power  over  suicides." 

Hubert  walked  away  in  deep  despair,  and  for  the  first  time,  I  saw 
that  his  blind  faith  in  Yale  was  shaken.  I  profited  by  this,  to  im- 
plore him  to  fly  with  me :  he  still  sullenly  refused. 


CHAPTER   XV. 

JOURNAL    OP   BOADICEA. — PART   XIII. 

Birth  of  Boadicea's  Child— Proposal  of  Hubert  to  bring  another  Wife  into  his  Houae 
— Contempt  of  Boadicea. 

At  last,  after  great  suffering,  I  became  the  happy  mother 

of  a  lovely  little  boy.  Those  alone  who,  estrangcil  from  all  other 
ties,  thus  form  a  new  one,  as  it  were,  with  heaven,  can  tell  what 
deep  joy  and  thankfulness  were  mine.  But  it  was  not  shared  by 
Hubert.     Moody,  gloomy  and  cold,  he  scarcely  noticed  the  boy,  or 

spoke  to  me.       rrjr-f-rijn, 

1  knew  that  ddioWQUfAff''^  ^Pf'TCh  ^'^^'^^  "^'^"^  ™'?" 
chief,  buUihe  birth  of  my  boy,  (whom  my  Btiil  grCat  aflection  for  his 
CFurd  of  Jesus  Chrtst  of  Uun^day  SuifHs 
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father,  induced  me  to  call  Hubert,)  seemed  to  nerve  me  to  any  thing. 
In  fact,  I  thought  but  little  of  any  thing  except  my  child,  or  the 
lowering  looks,  the  coldness  and  absence  of  mind  of  Hubert  would 
have  soon  opened  my  eyes. 

One  afternoon,  he  seated  himself  beside  me,  and  contrary  to  his 
usual  custom,  took  my  hand  in  his.  Surprised  by  this  movement, 
I  looked  up  at  him,  and  he  began  to  speak. 

"  Do  you  love  me,  Boadicea?"  said  he. 

"  Yes,"  answered  I. 

"  Sufficiently  to  sacrifice  your  own  old  notions  of  right  and  wrong 
to  my  happiness  ?    In  fact,  sufficiently  to  sacrifice  yourself  for  me  ?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  I,  inwardly  quaking — for  I  began  to  under- 
stand that  something  dreadful  was  about  to  take  place — "  I  love 
you,"  reiterated  I,  "  sufficiently  to  do  any  thing  for  your  good  or 
happiness." 

"  Then  I  will  tell  you,  my  dear  wife,  what  I  have  on  my  mind. 
I  wish  to  take  into  my  house  another  wife." 

I  did  not  move ;  I  did  not  speak ;  I  did  not  fall  dead — but  I  felt 
as  if  turned  to  stone. 

"  Yes!"  continued  Hubert,  "I  feel  it  to  be  my  duty  to  take  up 
the  cross  of  religion,  and  courageously  to  follow  the  example  of  my 
dear  brothers  in  the  Lord,  for  the  glory  of  the  Lord.  All  I  ask  ia 
your  promise  to  conduct  yourself  with  propriety  and  kindness 
towards  the  new-comer." 
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"For  the  love  of  Heaven,  do  not  do  this  !"  answered  I.  "  It  "will 
drive  me  mad !" 

*'  Oh,  no  !  Recollect  it  is  the  custom  here.  The  eyes  of  the 
world  will  soon  be  opened  to  the  fact  that  this  is  indeed  the  proper 
way  to  worship  God — by  raising  up  families  to  Ilis  praise.  And  do 
you  not  know  that  every  wife  a  man  takes  unto  himself  is  a  new  angel, 
whom  he  leads  into  heaven ;  and  who  becomes  thereby  sure  of 
heaven,  because  she  has  a  spiritual  husband  to  lead  her  there  ?" 

"  ¥ov  Heaven's  sake,  hush  these  horrible  blasphemies  !  I  cannot 
and  will  not  hear  them !"  exclaimed  I. 

"  And  is  this  your  love,  your  gratitude  to  me,  for  the  affection 
and  kindness  which  I  have  shown  you ;  and  for  my  having  thus 
long  forborne  to  bring  Cephysia  near  you — except  one  single  time?" 

"  Cephysia !"  cried  I ;  "is  it  indeed  for  that  woman  that  you  are 
about  to  throw  away  my  pure,  earnest  and  sincere  affection  V  Is  it 
indeed  tTiat  creature  whom  you  propose  to  bring  here  ?" 

"  It  is  Cephysia  Brown — an  excellent,  warm-hearted  woman  ;  and 
not  one  to  assail  me  in  this  manner,  and  treat  my  reasonable  and 
feasible  propositit)n  thus.  'No  I  she  is  not  selfish;  she  would  will- 
ingly sufier  another  near  the  throne !" 

"  Doubtless  she  would,"  answered  I ;  "  for  hers  is  not  pure  lovo 
like  mine." 

Was  it  not  too  horrible !  I  knew  what  was  before  me.  Females, 
according  to  the  rules  and  practices  of  Mormonism,  are  decidedly 
inferior  beings — created  merely  for  the  purpose  of  ministering  to 
the  passions,  wants  and  luw  propensities  of  men;  and,  as  Hubert 
stated,  thought  to  be  only  admitted  to  the  "communion  of  the  faith- 
ful," in  this  world  and  the  next,  through  the  merits  and  in  censidera- 
tion  of  the  husband. 

The  women  are  treated  as  but  little  better  than  slaves ;  they  are 
in  fact  Mhite  shives ;  are  required  to  do  all  the  most  servilo 
drudgery ;  are  painfully  impressed  with  their  nothingness  and  utter 
inferiority,  in  divers  ways  and  at  all  seasons;  and  are  frequently,  as 
in  the  case  of  Mary  Maxwell,  subjected  to  personal  violence  and 
various  modes  of  cor]»oreal  punishment. 

There  was  a  young  woman  named  Lizzie  Price  among  the  Mor- 
mons, whose  Libioiy  is  a  caae  in  point.  Her  lover  was  a  tliorough- 
bred  iiunter.  He  carried  his  rifle  with  the  grace  of  a  young  Apollo. 
He  dressed  in  rich  furs  and  Indian  moccasins,  and  wore  a  blanket 
like  a  Mexican  cloak ;  but  such  was  the  grace  of  his  motions  and 
the  beauty  of  his  manly  person,  that  no  costume  could  have  been 
more  becoming.  In  face  he  reseinhled  Hubert.  The  wiM  spirit  of 
adventure  alune  seemed  to  stir  him  until  he  met  with  lovely  Lizzio 
Price.  Hers  was  the  couuteuanco  of  one  of  Kaphael's  virgins — 
pure,  Bad,  sweet  and  holy.  He  tended  her  in  sickness — she  being 
threatened  with  consumption.  IShe  soon  became  devotedly  attached 
to  him  ;  and,  upon  liis  solemn  promise  not  to  take  another  wife  until 
her  death,  she  consented  to  marry  him.     J^i  a  short  time  his  manner 
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changed.  He,  like  Hubert,  frequently  absented  himself — would 
threaten  and  scold  her  for  the  merest  trifle ;  and,  at  last,  one  day 
flew  into  a  violent  rage  at  the  sight  of  her  grief,  uhen  he  proposed 
bringing  another  wife  into  the  house,  and  actually  beat  her — heat 
her  until  his  fiists — so  violently  as  to  bring  on  a  hemorrhage,  wliich, 
being  repeated,  ended  her  days.  She  is  buried  no  one  knows 
where.  All  dead  bodies  are  mysteriously  spirited  away  among  the 
Mormons,  and  no  clue  ia  ever  found  or  sought  for  the  sacred  relics 
of  the  dead. 
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I  fell  ill  again  with  agitation  at  the  dreadful  prospect  before  me. 
Indeed,  having  but  lately  recovered  from  the  pangs  of  child-birth,  I 
could  not  bear  the  agony  of  mind  thus  inflicted  upon  me.  I  sank 
under  it. 

Hubert  left  me  to  take  care  of  myself.  I  should  have  died  but 
for  the  kindness  of  a  neighbor,  whom  I  had  previously  nursed 
through  a  long  and  tedious  illness. 


CHAPTER    XVI. 

JOURNAL  OF  BOADICEA. — PART  XIV. 

Performance  of  Hubert's  Second  Marriage — Introduction  of  Second  Wife — Contempt 

of  Boadicea. 

In  a  few  days  from  this  time  Hubert  was  married — "  sealed  unto" 
Cephysia  Brown.  On  the  second  day  after  the  ceremony  he  brought 
her  to  my  house.  I  took  no  notice  of  her  entrance  or  of  Hubert's. 
She  then  attempted  to  show  that  she  was  mistress,  by  laying  her 
hands  upon  every  thing — even  some  of  my  clothes,  which  I  was 
mending.  I  calmly  took  them  from  her,  rose  with  my  child,  and 
retired  to  my  room.  In  that  apartment  I  abode  with  little  Hubert, 
who  grew  and  thrived ;  and  I  never  quitted  it,  except  to  prepare  my 
frugal  meals. 

Cephysia  immediately  appropriated  the  sitting-room — the  orna- 
ments of  which  she  changed  to  suit  her  fancy.  For  some  time  she 
did  not  interfere  with  me  personally.  At  last,  one  day,  Hubert 
(before  whom  she  affected  extreme  mildness  and  meekness)  being 
absent,  she  commenced  the  insults  which  I  saw  she  was  desirous  of 
putting  upon  me,  by  snatching  from  my  hands  a  dish  in  which  I 
had  just  placed  some  vegetables. 

I  took  no  more  notice  than  I  would  have  done  of  the  petulance  of 
a  child,  but  continued  on  my  way  to  my  room. 

"I  want  this,"  she  then  exclaimed,  snatching  my  shawl  from  my 
shoulders. 

"Very  well,"  answered  I;  "take  it." 

"And  this,"  said  she,  attempting  to  unfasten  from  the  bosom  of 
my  dress  a  brooch  on  Avhich  was  painted  the  portrait  of  Hubert. 

"I  cannot  give  you  that,"  answered  I;  "I  value  it  very  much." 

"  You  need  not  think  of  him;  you  need  not  care  for  him;  he  does 
not  care  sixpence  for  you." 

"Perhaps  not,"  answered  I;  "but  he  is  my  husband,  and  I  shall 
always  love  him." 

"Nonsense,"  answered  she;  "he  is  my  husband  now,  n.nd  I  can 
have  you  turned  out  of  the  house  with  your  brat  any  day  I  choose." 

"You  know  perfectly  well,  Mrs.  Brown,"  answered  I,  "  tlmt  in 
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a  decent  place  you  T^-ould  be  nothing  more  than  my  husband's  mis 
tress — that  any  true  and  righteous  law  will  uphold  me  as  his  only  and 
legitimate  wife.    But  it  matters  not.    I  am  content  to  bear  what  Pro- 
vidence has  visited  upon  me,  doubtless  for  some  good  and  wise  pur 
pose.     All  I  ask  is  that  you  will  let  me  alone.     I  shall  not  either 
address  you  or  interfere  with  you  or  Hubert  in  any  wise." 

"But  I  hate  the  sight  of  your  chalk-white  face,"  answered  Ce- 
physia  ;  "  and  out  of  the  house  you  shall  march,  sooner  or  later.  I 
shall  tell  Hubert  what  you  have  been  saying,  every  word  of  it,  and 
that  you  called  me  his  mistress.     Mistress,  indeed!     I'm  his  wife." 

With  this  I  left  her,  for  she  had,  by  this  time,  worked  herself  up 
into  a  violent  rage,  and  looked  so  red  and  angry,  that  I  was  quite 
afraid  of  her. 

Things  continued  for  some  time  in  this  way,  made  worse,  however, 
by  the  scowling  countenance  with  which  Hubert  looked  at  me,  when- 
ever, by  any  accident,  he  encountered  me ;  and  by  his  encouraging 
Cephysia's  impertinence  and  contemptuous  conduct  in  every  imagin- 
able way. 

I  bore  up  as  well  as  I  could,  endeavoring  to  console  myself  in  the 
sweet  society  of  my  lovely  infimt,  and  by  the  reflection  that,  painful 
as  was  my  lot,  it  was  Paradise  in  comparison  to  that  of  many  other 
women  in  the  settlement,  for  Hubert  had  never  yet  laid  his  hand  in 
violence  upon  me. 

Every  day  I  grew  paler,  feebler,  and  thinner,  for  the  desertion  of 
Hubert,  and  his  ill-humors  were  breaking  my  heart.  I  loved  him  as 
I  can  never  love  any  other.  He  was  the  first  I  have  ever  loved — the 
last,  the  only  one. 

Ceph3'sia  had  now  appropriated  to  her  own  use,  and  kept  locked,  all 
the  other  apartments,  except  the  kitchen.  During  my  short  absences 
from  my  own  room,  she  managed  to  introduce  herself  into  it,  and 
appropriated,  also,  all  my  handsomest  clothes,  as  well  as  the  coveted 
brooch. 

I  said  nothing — only  it  was  with  a  feeling  resembling  joy,  that  I 
one  evening  observed  that  Hubert  started  back  in  great  displeasure, 
and  frowned  darkly,  at  seeing  her  dressed  in  a  dress  which  it  had 
once  given  him  pleasure  to  see  me  arrayed  in. 

He  spoke  to  her  about  this.  I  do  not  know  what  he  said,  but 
that  evening  he  came  into  my  room,  bringing  with  him  all  the  dresses 
of  which  Cephysia  had  robbed  me,  and  also  the  brooch.  Bending 
over  me,  he  fastened  the  brooch  in  the  bosom  of  my  dress,  clasped 
mc  fervently  in  his  arms,  kissed  me  several  times  with  great  warmth, 
and  withdrew  from  the  room,  after  placing  the  dresses  upon  a  chair. 
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JOURNAL  OF  BOADICEA. — PART  XV. 

Second  Wife  (Cephysia)  Ill-treats  Boadicea  and  Little  Hubert — Attempts  to  Poison 

Boadicea. 


It  was  about  four  months  after  she  Lad  been  brought  into  my 
house,  that  I  observed  that  Cephysia  surveyed  me  ■with  scowling 
brows.  As  I  passed  her  on  the  stairs,  she  pretended  to  trip,  and 
her  heavy  weight  falling  against  me,  caused  me  to  fall  and  severely 
bruise  my  head.  In  a  moment  I  was  covered  with  blood  from  the 
severe  gash  inflicted.  Faint,  giddy,  tottering,  andvtterly  miserable, 
I  managed  to  reach  my  room. 

In  the  evening,  Hubert,  observing  that  my  brows  were  bound  up, 
asked  me  what  was  the  matter.  I  told  him.  He  seemed  very  angfy, 
and  sending  for  Cephysia,  made  her  ask  my  pardon,  and  promise 
never  to  molest  me  more. 

She  sullenly  promised,  but  the  "lurking  devil  in  her  eye,"  for- 
bade me  to  believe  that  she  did  so  with  sorrow  or  sincerity,  or  with 
the  remotest  intention  of  keeping  her  promise. 

After  a  few  days,  I  observed  that  she  seemed,  more  than  ever  be- 
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fore,  to  notice  ray  child  ;  at  last  she  asked  me  to  let  her  take  it.  I 
replied  that  I  did  not  wish  to  trust  him  out  of  my  arms,  as  he  \ya3 
delicate,  and  she  was  not  accustomed  to  children. 

She  went  away  pouting.  After  a  while  she  came  back,  and  snatched 
the  child,  (who  was  then  in  a  good  deal  of  pain,  and  crying  in  con- 
sequence,) from  my  arms. 

"  I'll  teach  the  brat  to  yelp  and  yell  in  that  style !"  said  she,  and 
she  struck  the  little  creature  a  violent  blow. 

I  took  him  from  her ;  "  What !"  said  I,  as  calmly  as  I  could,  "  would 
you  commit  the  crime  of  murder  ?  Would  you  kill  my  child  ?  Go, 
woman,  go,  and  the  Lord  have  mercy  upon  you,  and  cast  out  the 
devil  which  has  you  in  possession."  With  this,  I  took  her  by  the  arm 
and  led  her  from  the  room,  the  door  of  which  I  locked. 

I  heard  nothing  more  from  her  for  several  days ;  I  found  that  the 
little  Hubert  was  not  injured  by  her  violence;  in  fact,  I  think  that 
then  her  design  was  more  to  anger  me,  which  she  had  not  yet  succeeded 
in  doing,  than  to  injure  him.  She  entered  my  room  a  week  after 
this,  wearing  a  smile  on  her  face,  and  holding  in  her  hand  a  plate. 
On  the  plate  was  a  rich  cake,  of  which  she  invited  me  to  take  a  slice, 
saying  that  she  had  made  it  for  Hubert. 

I  unsuspiciously  took  a  piece  of  it,  which,  however,  I  refrained 
from  eating  then,  as  I  was  not  hungry  at  the  time.  I  had  one  pet 
in  ray  room — a  bird,  whose  brilliant  plujnagc  had  induced  Hubert  to 
catch  it.  He  had  brought  it  home  to  me,  and  constructed  a  cage, 
in  which  I  still  kept  "  Favorite,"  as  I  called  the  bird,  for  I  prized 
and  cherished  it  for  Hubert's  dear  sake. 

I  know  not  what  induced  me  to  crumble  the  cake  in  my- hand,  and 
to  feed  my  bird  with  it,  but,  in  a  few  moments  after  swallowing  the 
crumbs,  with  which  I  fed  it,  the  little  creature  fluttered  from  its 
perch,  gave  a  convulsive  struggle,  and  fell  dead  in  the  bottom  of  tha, 
cage.  1  stood  amazed,  horrified,  and  trembling :  that  Cephysia 
Brown  was  a  bad-tempered,  abandoned,  violent  woman,  I  knew ;  that 
she  was  a  murderess  1  had  not  as  yet  believed. 

Willing  to  convince  myself  further,  I  fed  one  of  the  animals  in 
the  yard,  a  hunting  dog,  with  the  remains  of  the  cake :  it  expired 
instantly. 

I  now  determined  to  leave  the  house, — knew  not  where  to  go. 
The  neighbor  whom  I  had  nursed  was  a  poor  Indian  woman,  very 
old  and  infirm,  named  "  Fawn  Fleet."  She  was  my  only  friend  iu 
the  whole  settlement.  To  her  I  determined  to  go.  I  accordingly 
packed  up  the  few  articles  in  my  possession,  in  readiness  to  depart 
upon  the  earliest  absence  of  Hubert. 

The  lovely  little  Hubert  grew  and  thrived,  despite  my  sorrows.  I 
spent  many  a  happy  hour,  in  spite  of  them,  over  the  little  darling's 
cradle.  I  never  tired  of  holding  him  in  my  arms,  of  dressing  him, 
bathing  his  rosy  limbs,  working  on  his  tiny  garments,  and  curling 
the  tendrils  of  his  clustering  hair. 

There  is  no  such  sweet  society  as  that  of  a  little  child.    A  mother 
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sees  many  indications  of  intelligence,  which  will  not  strike  any  eye 
but  a  mother's — many  a  beauty  which,  perhaps,  may  exist  only  in  her 
imagination,  but  which  makes  her  darling  the  delight  of  her  eyes,  and 
the  pride  of  her  heart.  So  passed  the  long  days :  I  felt  only  too 
grateful  to  God  for  my  precious  charge.  To  escape,  to  fly,  to  reach 
the  States,  and  establish  myself  with  my  boy  in  a  Christian  society, 
was  my  sole  dream,  my  sole  purpose  in  existence.  I  thought  of  that 
alone,  and  I  felt  sure  that  once  there,  old  ties  would  renew  themselves 
in  Hubert's  mind,  and  that  he  would  soon  join  me. 


BOADICEA    CONFIDING    IN    FAWN    FLKET. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 


JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART  XVI. 

I  ACCORDINGLY  left  Hubert's  house  one  evening,  during  one  of  his 
absences.  To  my  surprise  and  sorrow,  however,  I  found  "  Fawn  Fleet  " 
to  whom  I  hastened,  very  ill.  I  nursed  her  faithfully,  and  after'l 
had  succeeded  in  producing  some  little  change  for  the  better,  a  re- 
lapse took  place,  and  she  became  feverish ;  the  fever  increased,  she 
grew  dehnous,  and,  on  the  tenth  day  after  my  arrival,  she  died. 

Being  very  ill  myself,  I  determined  now  to  return  for  a  short  time 
to  Hubert's  house,  hoping  that  he  might  still  be  absent  therefrom. 
When  1  arrived,  I  found  that  he  had  not  yet  returned.  He  had  re- 
cently become  an  important  person  among  the  Elders  and  Saints, 
and  would  very  often  absent  himself  whole  weeks  without  appearing, 
and  would  account  for  these  absences,  by  saying  to  Cephysia,  that 
he  had  been  attending  to  "religious  matters." 

She  would  recieve  him  sulkily,  grumble  a  little,  and  no  more  would 
bo  said.  Heaven  only  knows  with  what  dark  and  hideous  mysteries 
this  time  was  occupied.  I  know  only  that  each  day  appeared  to 
harden  him  more  against  me,  the  boy,  and  even  Cephysia,  of  whom 
he  now  appeared  heartily  tired.  Cephysia  now  renewed  her  ill- 
treatment  of  me.  There  was  no  unkindness,  no  insult,  no  low  lan- 
guage, no  unwomanly  slight,  to  which,  in  my  then  feeble  and 
iiFretched  state  of  health,  she  failed  to  subiect  me. 
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I  endeavored  to  bear  up  against  this,  but  it  was  with  a  desolate 
soul,  a  drooping  and  heavy  heart.  I  pitied  Cephysia  as  much  as 
I  despised  her.  Once  a  beautiful  girl,  naturally  strong  passions 
and  sinful  tastes  had  led  her  away  from  the  path  of  rectitude  and 
virtue. 

The  path  of  sin  is  ever  strewn  with  thorns,  and  I  doubt  whether 
Cephysia  was  not  far,  far  more  utterly  wretched,  withal,  than  I,  for 
she  knew  that  in  her  heart  she  was  not  only  an  adulteress,  but  also 
nearly  a  murderess.  Poor  woman,  self-condemned,  self-tortured, 
self-hating ! 

I  continued  to  nurse  my  little  darling,  and  Cephysia  seemed 
gloomier  and  more  sullen  every  day,  but  no  longer  approached,  or  in 
any  way  attempted  to  molest  me.  Of  this  I  felt  glad,  for  my  heart 
was  very  heavy.  I  thought  that  my  last  hours  were  approaching, 
such  was  the  feebleness  I  experienced,  and  I  had  the  very  natural 
wish  to  die  where  my  few  happy  days  had  been  spent,  and  in  Hubert's 
abiding  place. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  strangeness  of  Cephysia's  behavior  attracted 
my  attention.  She  was  gloomy,  and  very  melancholy.  I  noticed 
that  she  ate  opium,  under  the  intoxicating  effects  of  which,  combined 
with  the  stimulant  of  liquors,  she  would  talk  in  a  strange,  wild 
strain.  Once  I  asked  her,  while  suffering,  as  I  could  see  she  was, 
from  one  of  these  melancholy  attacks,  if  she  did  not  wish  to  fly  to 
the  States. 

"  No,  no  !"  she  exclaimed ;  "  the  Prophet  Smith  hath  declared,  that 
not  very  many  years  will  elapse,  before  the  whole  of  the  United 
States  will  present  a  horrible  scene  of  general  bloodshed,  such  as 
has  no  parallel  in  the  history  of  nations.  Earthquakes,  hail,  pesti- 
lence, and  famine,  will  sweep  the  wicked  Gentiles  who  abide  there 
from  off  the  face  of  the  earth,  'to  open  and  prepare  the  way  for  the 
lost  tribes  of  Israel.'  " 

"Do  you  believe — can  you  really  believe  this?"  said  I. 

"Yes,  it  is  the  truth  of  revelation,"  answered  Cephysia;  "none, 
none  shall  be  spared  amung  the  blinded  and  damned  generation  of 
the  Gentiles.  We  alone — we  people  of  the  Lord,  and  people  of  the 
chosen  Zion,  we  alone  shall  be  saved  out  of  the  fire  that  forcvei 
burneth!" 

"  What  a  horrible  doctrine  !"  exclaimed  I. 

"Yes,  yes!  I  feel!  I  see  !  I  know!"  shouted  the  woman,  whose 
every  word  and  gesture  announced  insanity.  "  I  know  that  we,  we 
shall  live  and  reign  with  Christ  a  thousand  years  in  glory  !" 

"  Do  you  believe-  the  Mormon  faith  will  indeed  save  your  soul  ?" 
asked  I. 

"I  do,"  answered  she;  "yes,  yes!  such  ia  the  saving  power  of 
that  faith,  that  if  I  had  committed  a  murder  every  day  of  my  life, 
committed  all  possible  earthly  sins,  I  should  arise,  through  that 
faith,  at  the  last  trump  j   and  my  spirit  be  restored  to  uiy  body. 
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because  I  have  received  the  holy  and  perfect  baptism  which  cleanseth 
from  all  possible  contamination  of  sin." 

She  spoke  with  a  kind  of  exaltation ;  indeed,  I  believe  that  her 
sinful  life  and  present  habits  were,  even  at  that  time,  while  she  was 
still  a  young  and  handsome  woman,  driving  her  mad. 

"  Whom  the  gods  would  destroy,  they  first  make  mad." 


IIORlt02l   COURTSHIP. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART   XVII. 

Symptoms  of  Consumption— Brother  Howard  Wishes  Boadicea  to  become  one  of  his 

Wives. 

I  CONTINUED  ill,  though  I  Still  managed  to  keep  about ;  but  the 
symptoms  of  latent  consumption  were  developing  themselves  in  my 
system.  That  is  the  disease  of  which  the  broken-hearted  generally 
die. 

Night-sweats,  a  constant  pain  in  my  breast,  cold  feet,  an  occa- 
sional hemorrhage,  the  pallor  almost  of  death  itself,  succeeded  by 
hectic  fever,  emaciation,  slight  however,  and  sleeplessness,  v.-ere 
gradually  enfeebling  me.  The  secret  of  all  this  was  a  breaking 
heart. 

Hubert  observing  this,  grew  kinder.  I  think  that  he  judged  that 
my  days  would  be  but  few ;  I  thought  so  then. 

A  broken  heart !  How  frequently  women — aye,  and  men,  too,  die 
of  this ! 

It  is  less  violent  grief,  very  often,  than  the  fact  that  the  enthu- 
siasm of  life  is  over,  gone !  After  one  deception,  and  the  falling  to  earth 
of  all  one's  most  glorious  and  loveliest  hopes,  that  enthusiastic  belief 
which  makes  life,  by  its  fair  illusions,  a  dream  of  bliss,  and  earth  a 
paradise  for  a  little  time,  being  gone  forever,  a  settled,  calm  despair, 
often  unsuspected  by  outward  eyes,  takes  possession  of  the  spirit, 
the  rest  of  existence  is  but  a  weary  exile  from  the  hoped-for  rest  of 
heaven,  which  neither  duty  nor  faith  can  brighten  to  the  "  light  of 
other  days."     "A  wounded  spirit,  who  shall  bear ?" 

While  I  was  still  ill  and  languishing.  Brother  Howard  came  to  thd 
house.  This  time  he  came  not  as  a  suitor  for  Brother  Seth  Holmes  ; 
but  to  plead  his  own  guilty  cause,  and  to  induce  me  to  become  ono 
of  his  wives. 

He  commenced  his  conversation,  as  usual,  with  what  is  callcrl 
"  religious"  cant,  —  an  expression  which,  by  the  by,  contradicts 
itself;  for  religion,  true  religion,  has  nothing  to  do  with  cant  in  any 
shape  or  way.  After  a  little  of  that  stylo  of  discourse,  he  thus  con- 
tinued : 

"  I  think,  beloved  and  lovely  Sister  Boadicea,  that  where  a  per- 
fect adaptation  exists  between  two  persons,  such  as  I  am  confident 
exists  between  you  and  I,  it  is  perfectly  accordant  with  our  pur- 
suit of  happiness  on  earth  to  adapt  ourselves  eternally,  and  de- 
vote ourselves  solely,  to  each  other.  "With  a  being  liko  yourself, 
beautiful  Boadicea,"  continued  he,  "  the  heart  would  be  lulled  into 
au  everlasting  and  felicitous  repose,  for  you  fill  the  whule  mind  with 
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the  poetical  ideal  of  womanhood,  while  your  elegance  and  accom- 
plishments, the  elevated  tone  of  your  mind,  and  the  perfection  of 
your  manner,  leave  nothing  further  to  he  desired.  All  other  beings 
fall  short  of  the  exalted  ideal  which  you  present — all  ideas  formerly 
received  are  forever  forgotten  at  the  first  glance  of  your  inthralling 
eyes,  your  lovely  and  inspiring  countenance.  Never,  never  can  I 
forgot  the  effect  which  the  first  sight  of  you  produced  in  me, — never, 
if  you  will  accept  me  for  your  husband,  will  I,  like  the  tasteless 
Hubert,  v/ander  from  your  side,  or  bring  another  being  into  the 
sacred  cycle  wherein  you  shall  dwell.  Be  but  mine!  mine!"  (here 
Brother  Howard,  the  Saint!  fell  on  his  knees  before  me,)  "bo  but 
mine,  adored  one,  and  no  destiny,  no  creed,  shall  ever  part  us." 

This  might  have  had  some  effect  upon  a  person  not  strengthened 
as  I  was  against  temptation,  by  my  attachment  to  Hubert,  for 
Brother  Howard  was  i-ather  a  handsome  man,  and  spoke  with  much 
enthusiasm  and  apparent  sincerity;  but  I  regarded  it  simply  as  folly, 
for  I  knew  by  Hubert's  inconstancy,  how  men  can 

"Give  countcnnnce  to  their  speech, 
With  almost  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven." 

I  was  about  to  leave  Howard  in  indignant  horroFj  but  he  angrily 
rose  and  detained  me. 

"Since,  m.adam,"  said  he,  "you  refuse  to  listen  to  peaceful  and 
kind  proposals,  1  will  endeavor  to  make  you  sensible  of  your  folly 
by  other  means ;  and  I  now  apprise  you,  that  if  you  do  not  accept 
my  proffer,  your  life  is  not  one  moment  safe :  at  any  time  a  chance 
shot  may  reach  you,  and  who  will  suspect,  who  will  dare  say  that  I 
am  guilty  ?" 

"  I  care  not  what  you  do,  what  you  say ;  but  for  my  child,  my 
life  is  indifferent  to  me.  I  will  never  listen  to  you,  and  i  advise  you 
to  go  your  ways." 

Howard  rose,  muttering  threats  between  his  teeth,  and  left  the 
room. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

JOURNAL   OF  BOADICEA. — PART   XVIII. 
Scorn  of  Boadicesi — She  ExprcsscB  her  Horror  of  the  Mormon  Doctrines. 

In  vain  did  Howard  pursue  me — in  vain  did  ho  in  every  way 
plead  his  loathsome  and  guilty  suit.  I  was  proof  against  his  plead- 
ings. His  voice  fell  upon  my  car  as  water  upon  a  rock,  and  my 
heart  remained  faithful  to  my  beloved  Hubert. 

1  felt,  for  all  he  said — his  caut,  his  hypocrisy,  his  high-flown  sen- 
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timent,  the  absence  of  all  principle,  or  moral  tone  in  the  very 
character  and  mind  of  the  man — a  most  thorough  and  unmitigated 
contempt. 

Persons  may  learn  to  love  one  -fthom  they  have  hated,  but  never 
one  whom  they  despise  ;  and  Howard  I  most  thoroughly  despised  as 
a  hypocrite  and  liar. 

1  paid  very  little  attention  to  these  threats,  with  which  he  had 
sought  to  alarm  me  during  our  last  interview ;  and,  indeed,  in  my 
own  heart,  thought  them  no  more  than  idle  threats  meant  to  alarm 
me  into  accepting  him.     I  afterwards  found  out  my  error. 

Upon  Howard's  presenting  himself  at  my  house  again,  I  found 
that  he  had  an  ally  in  Cephysia.  She  not  only  wished  to  bring  me 
to  her  own  level,  to  make  me  as  impure  as  herself,  but  also  wished 
me  to  leave  her  'in  possession  of  the  house,  in  order  that  she  might 
be  queen  "  of  all  she  surveyed." 

Indeed  I  have  little  doubt  but  that,  through  hatred,  jealousy  and 
avarice,  women  have  misled  as  many  Avomen  as  men  have  ruined. 

I  took  occasion,  in  the  presence  of  Cephysia  and  of  Howard,  to 
express  my  unbounded  contempt  of  the  Mormon  association.  "  This 
place,"  said  I,  "  is  a  pandemonium  where  vice  runs  riot.  It  would 
rival  Hades  in  its  motley  crew  of  sinners.  Whom  do  I  see  held  up 
as  Saints,  and  saluted  as  '  Fathers,'  '  Brothers'  and  '  Elders'  of  the 
Church  ? — whom  but  gamblers,  murderers,  drunkards  and  blacklegs  ? 
Here  is  a  safe  retreat,  a  welcome  home,  for  the  forger  and  the 
horse-thief.  Your  very  laws  and  foundations  are  the  most  aban- 
doned impurity.  How  shall  ye  prosper  ?  If  you  abide  for  a  time, 
it  is  because  the  hand  of  the  Lord  is  stayed.  But,  like  Sodom  and 
Gomorrah,  your  day  will  come.  The  sins  tolerated  here  cry  out  to 
God  for  vengeance;  and  it  will  one  day  come.  I  shall  live,  per- 
haps, to  see  justice  visited  upon  Bernard  Yale,  your  Elder !  who, 
in  my  presence,  shot  at,  and  killed,  a  defenceless  woman — Mary 
Maxwell !"  I  saw  that  Cephysia  and  Howard  were  surprised ;  they 
said  nothing,  however.  "Yes!"  continued  I;  "  mothers  and  daugh- 
ters here  strive  against  each  other  for  the  preference  of  that  nian — 
dipped  as  he  is  in  the  blood  of  many  victims.  You  can  remember 
Lawrence  Grey.  I  see  your  elders  wander  about,  loathing  those 
they  have  already  ruined,  and  forever  seeking  a  prey  among  the 
unappropriated  of  the  women  around  me;  while  those  thus  left 
match  with  their  seducers  in  iniquity  and  play  the  same  shameless 
game.  What  horrors  are  permitted  without  a  word  !  for  I  know  well 
that  these  husbands  are  the  masters,  the  bashaws,  the  sultans  of 
many  of  their  neighbors'  wives — who,  provided  they  acquiesce  in 
that  arrangement — are  in  all  things,  except  mere  publicity,  the 
same  to  tiiem  as  the  own  true  and  real  wife  of  each  and  every  one." 

I  saw  that  Cephysia  and  Howard  were  surprised.  Thuy  inter- 
changed glances  of  secret  undorstanding ;  aud,  after  a  time,  went 
out,  arm-iu-arm. 
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When  they  were  gone  I  reflected  that  perhaps  I  had  been  impru- 
dent to  speak  thus ;  and  yet  I  did  not  alarm  myself  much  about  it. 
I  knew  that,  as  the  saying  is,  I  should  "  not  die  till  my  time 
came,"  and  so  1  dismissed  all  recollection  of  Howard,  with  the 
secret  prayer  that  I  might  be  permitted  to  reach  the  States,  and,  by 
my  pen,  put  forth  the  horrors  I  had  witnessed,  in  order  to  swell  the 
outcry  for  the  speedy  destruction  of  such  a  hell  of  vice  as  the  Mor- 
mon colony,  and  do  my  "little  all"  towards  arresting  further 
horrors. 


CHAPTER    XXI. 

JOURNAL   OF  BOADICEA. — PART   XIX. 

Ball  of  the  Mormon  Elders — Attempt  at  Boadicea's  Life — Agitation  of  Hubert — 
Rage  of  Cepbjsia — Imprudent  Language  of  Hubert. 

At  about  this  time  a  ball  was  given  by  the  Mormon  Elders — at 
which  I  had  a  desire  to  be  present.  I  therefore  went  in  company 
with  Hubert,  and  Howard  escorted  Cephysia. 

Festoons  of  evergreen  adorned  the  Mormon  flags.  At  the  end 
of  the  hall  was  a  raised  dais.  This  was  intended  for  the  seat  of 
honor,  and  was  to  be  occupied  by  Bernard  Yale,  the  saint  (! !  !), . 
and  his  favorite  Sultana,  or  Elect  Lady,  as  she  is  called.  There 
were  also  seats  placed  lower  down,  for  such  women  as  had  formerly 
been  favorites. 

There  was  excellent  music.  Many  of  the  pieces  performed  wera 
by  Strauss. 

The  Elders,  or  Lords,  entered  the  room  with  their  last  favorites 
on  their  arms.  There  were  a  great  number  of  young  bachelors,  who 
flirted,  danced,  and  paid  the  usual  attentions  to  the  belles  of  the 
evening. 

Poor  women  !  poor  favorites  !  poor  wives  !  "  A  woman," — says 
one  who  has  made  the  Mormons  the  subject  of  his  criticism, — "cannot 
live  out  half  her  days  among  the  Mormons ;  for,  if  her  husband  has 
not  already  tired  of  her  faded  beauty,  and  deprived  her  of  her 
rights,  she  is  in  the  constant  fear  that  he  will  bring  home  a  fairer 
one ;  and  she  sufl'ers  as  acutely  in  suspense  as  if  he  had  already 
done  as  others  do :  turned  her  from  the  best  apartment  in  the  house, 
and  compelled  her  to  do  the  drudgery  of  her  rival,  and  actually  to 
be  her  servant — while  the  brute  has  forgotten,  in  looking  on  her 
pale  cheek  and  dim  eye,  that  the  beauty  she  bruuglit  to  hiin  at  the 
altar,  has  been  freely  given  at  the  shrine  of  maternity ;  and,  though 
she  has  lost  it  forever,  their  children  bear  it  in  tiircefuld  perfeciiun ; 
lor  it  has  not  been  wasted,  only  transferred. 

1  was  quietly  gazing  at  the  ceremonies  of  the  ball,  when,  opposite 
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me,  at  one  of  the  windows,  I  observed  the  face  of  Howard,  who,  in 
the  early  part  of  the  evening,  had  quitted  Cephysia.  If  I  had  been 
turned  to  stone  upon  the  spot,  I  could  not  have  been  more  unable  to 
move.  I  saw  him  raise  a  rifle,  rest  it  on  his  shoulder,  take  aim  at 
me,  and  then  he  deliberately  fired.  The  shot  missed  me,  and  pierced 
the  brain  of  the  Spaniard — Mona  Fernandez — who  was  waltzing  a 
little  way  beyond.  With  a  loud  cry  her  partner  dropped  her,  and 
she  fell  dead  upon  the  floor  of  the  ball-room — her  brains  spattering 
the  garments  of  the  women  near  her.  It  would  be  impossible  to 
depict  the  consternation  which  ensued.  Most  of  the  women  rushed 
from  the  hall ;  and  Hubert,  disengaging  himself  from  Cephysia,  who 
attempted  to  hold  him  back,  rushed  to  me,  caught  my  falling  form 
in  his  arms,  and,  as  I  lost  all  recollection,  I  could  hear  him  calling 
me  fond  names  amidst  the  execrations  of  Cephysia. 

When  I  returned  to  my  senses,  I  saw  Cephysia  still  looking  at  me 
■with  an  expression  of  malignant  rage — while  Hubert,  apparently  for- 
getful of  her  presence,  knelt  before  me — still  wearing  a  distracted 
and  anxious  face. 

I  overheard  Hubert  muttering  to  himself  threats  against  Howard. 
Trembling  at  his  imprudence  in  speaking  thus  in  this  crowded 
assemblage,  I  entreated  him  to  be  silent — and,  even  as  he  continued 
thus  to  speak,  placed  my  hand  upon  his  lips.  He  kissed  my  hand, 
and  was  silent ;  but,  alas  !  it  was  too  late.  I  saw  that  Seth  Holmes, 
who  stood  near,  had  overheard  him ;  for  he  gave  me  a  threatening 
look,  muttered  something  to  himself,  and  left  the  ball-room. 

I),'  spite  of  Cephysia's  rage,  Hubert  supported  my  tottering  steps 
to  the  door,  and  accompanied  me  home.  Cephysia  arrived  soon 
after.  She  came  to  the  door  of  my  room,  and  finding  that  Hubert 
was  seated  beside  me,  broke  out  into  the  most  violent  and  unre- 
strained abuse — until  Hubert  ordered  her  to  go  to  her  own  room  ; 
then  she  began  to  abuse  him :  whereupon  he  rose  angrily  from  his 
seat — took  her  by  the  arm,  led  her  to  her  room,  and  locked  her 
in  it. 

He  now  returned  to  me,  and  seating  himself  beside  me,  extracted 
from  me  by  his  questions,  the  whole  matter  concerning  Howard,  his 
visits,  his  courtship  (so  to  speak),  and  his  threats  against  my  life. 
He  trembled  and  quivered  with  rage  several  times,  during  my  re- 
cital, and  bounded  up  from  his  seat  every  now  and  then,  uttering  the 
most  appalling  threats  against  Howard's  life,  calling  him  "coward," 
*' villain,"  "dastard,"  "dog,"  and  many  other  very  appropriate 
Dames. 

I  now  endeavored  to  calm  him,  but  it  was  a  long  time  ere  I  could 
succeed  in  doing  so.  For  hours,  he  still  paced  the  room;  I  could 
hear  him  say,  "no  use,  my  God  !  no  use" — "  fenced  in  as  he  is  !" — 
"could  I  but  meet  him  alone!" — "no  satellite  near!"  &,c.,  &c.,  from 
which  I  ju'lged  that  he  was  really  unable  to  attack  Howard,  without 
the  interference  of  some  one  of  bis  agents  and  abettors. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 


JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART  XX. 


Repentance  of  Ilubert — lie  proposes  Flight — Cephysia overhears — Swedenborgianism 

versus  Mormouism. 

Hubert  -was  now  a  charged  man.  Nothing  could  surpass  the  de- 
votion with  -which  he  attended  upon  me.  He  watched  my  every  mo- 
tion, anticipated  my  least  wish.  He  ordered  Cephysia  to  return  to 
her  former  abode,  and  upon  her  stating  her  inability  to  do  so,  he 
found  her  a  residence,  which  he  comfortably  furnished,  and  in  which 
he  placed  her.     She  left  the  house  with  threats. 

There  is  a  certain  innate  propriety  about  the  gencraliN'  of  women, 
even  those  who  lead  lives  not  strictly  virtuous,  which  will  restrain 
them  from  using  low  and  indelicate  language ;  a  fastidiousness  of 
manner,  so  to  speak  ;  but  Cephysia,  like  all  the  more  lost  and  wicked 
of  the  Mormon  women,  was  extremely  low  and  coarse,  as  well  in  her 
tastes  as  in  her  manner  of  expressing  herself;  though  she  could  affect 
nicety  and  play  the  lady  upon  occasion,  the  stamp  of  vulgarity^  in- 
nate vulgarity,  was  indelible. 

It  fills  me,  even  now,  with  amazement,  to  think  that  so  low,  so 
5  ^71) 
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illiterate  and  unrefined  a  woman  should  ever  have  influenced  an  intel- 
lect so  powerful,  tastes  so  cultivated,  and  a  mind  so  refined  as  Hu- 
bert's naturally  was.  For  a  time,  by  what  fascination  I  know  not, 
she  had  obscured  his  better  nature,  planted  weeds  where  flowers  had 
^rown,  and,  if  her  influence  had  continued  longer,  would  have  trans- 
formed a  noble  being  into  a  brutal  clod. 

But  this  was  not  permitted.  A  return  of  happiness, — a  summer 
smile  on  the  dreary  winter  of  my  life,  was  permitted  me ;  a  short  re- 
turn of  happiness,  ere  it  bade  me  farewell,  I  fear,  forever. 

I  have  often  thought,  in  perusing  the  lives  of  great  men,  that  the 
greater  part  of  them  appear  to  have  been  temporarily  under  the 
control  of  some  ignoble  and  vile  female  influence,  under  which  in- 
fluence the  foulest  stains  have  marred  the  history  of  their  lives. 
St,  Anthony  was  tempted  by  the  devil  in  female  shape,  be  it  re- 
membered. 

Many  will,  doubtless,  think,  if  any  find  it  worth  while  to  peruse 
this  little  history  of  suffering,  that  I  was  weak  to  take  Hubert  back 
thus,  without  one  word  of  reproof,  or  reference  to  the  past,  yet  I  did 
so,  and  I  have  never  repented  it.  AVe  are  parted  now,  but  it  is  by 
the  parting  of  the  AU-Powerful  Hand,  and  I  have  to  console  me 
the  blessed  recollection  that  I  made  Hubert's  last  days  happy.  In 
that  remembrance  dwells  my  only  comfort. 

One  evening,  as  we  sat  in  our  little  garden,  Hubert  proposed  to 
me  to  fly  from  the  Mormon  state  with  him  and  our  boy,  (whom  he 
now  appeared  to  idolize,)  to  reach  the  States,  and  live  out  the  re- 
mainder of  our  days  in  an  honorable  manner. 

It  may  be  imagined  with  what  joy  I  consented.  We  arranged  our 
plan  of  flight.  I  noticed  an  occasional  rustling  of  the  bushes  near 
us,  and  once  I  almost  started  from  my  seat  at  the  noise  of  breath 
drawn  pantingly  near  me,  but  when  we  searched  the  bushes  we  found 
no  one.  As  we  rose  to  leave  it,  however,  which  we  did  somewhat 
abruptly,  I  saw  the  black  eyes  of  Cephysia,  glittering  with  fiendish 
light,  beneath  a  small  tree  a  few  paces  from  us. 

I  pointed  her  out  to  Hubert,  who  approached  her.  "  One  word  of 
what  you  have  heard,  woman,"  said  he,  "one  word  of  it  to  the 
Elders,  and  I  give  you  my  everlasting  curse." 

"  I  care  neither  for  you  nor  your  curses,"  answered  Cephysia;  and 
she  disappeared,  uttering  the  most  horrible  blasphemies.— I  pause 
here  to  remark,  that  I  have  heard  ignorant  persons,  discussing  the 
"Mormon  question,"  say,  "  Oh,  they  are  something  like  the  Sweden- 
burgians  (!!!);  they  don't  believe  in  hell,  and  they  do  believe  in  spirits, 
and  such  things." 

Kow  nothing  could  be  more  difi"erent  (as  all  enlightened  persons, 
even  of  opposire  religious  sects,  will  uphold  me  in  saying)  from  Mor- 
monism  than  the  doctrines  of  Emmanuel  Swedenborg.  The  former 
is  the  creed  of  the  devil ;  the  latter  that  of  the  Lord.  I  know  enough 
of  Swedenborg  to  know  this.     His  doctrines  enjoin  and  inculcate, 
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above  all  tilings,  a  pure  life.  To  commit  adultery  is,  according  to 
Swedenborg,  '■'■to  admit  the  devil.'' 

It  scarcely  needs  that  I  should  state  this;  the  well-read  of  every 
sect  have  handled  the  enlightened  doctrines  of  Swedenborg,  and 
know  that  what  I  here  assert  is  true. 

I  entered  the  house  disturbed  in  spirit,  Hubert  laughed  at  my 
fears. 


.  CHAPTER  XXIH. 

JOURNAL    OF   BOADICEA. — PART   XXI. 
Hubert  is  strangled — Discovery  of  his  Body  through  Cephysia. 

I  NOW  approach  that  part  of  my  history  which  I  tremble  to  write — < 
it  is  so  horrible ;  and  yet  I  must,  I  will  nerve  myself  to  write  it  out ; 
for  I  am  but  one  of  many  who  have  suffered  misery, — even  such 
misery  as  my  wrung  heart  has  borne, 

Hubert  left  me  one  lovely  morning,  promising  to  return  soon,  his 
countenance  glowing  with  health  and  animation — every  thing  speak- 
ing in  his  gait,  his  manner,  his  words,  his  looks — of  love,  hope,  and 
life. 

Little  did  I  think  then,  when  his  lips  pressed  mine,  as  he  retraced 
his  steps  to  kiss  his  boy,  that  I  looked  upon  his  living  face  for  the  last, 
last  time. 

How  sad  seems  the  future — how  dark — how  hopeless  !  for  my  poor 
husband,  whom  his  very  faults  could  never  estrange  from  my  heart, 
sleeps,  alas  !  with  the  hidden  dead. 

I  know  not  what  presentiment  of  evil  made  me  weary  soon  of  my 
work,  and  I  restlessly  wandered  about  from  room  to  room,  occasion- 
ally running  to  the  window,  fancying  I  heard  Hubert's  voice.  I 
never  heard  it  more. 

While,  having  at  last  seated  myself  again,  I  was  quieting  my  boy 
to  sleep,  Cephysia  entered  my  room.  It  struck  me  that  she  was 
lividly  pale,  but  the  second  time  I  looked  I  fancied  it  might  be  the 
candle-light,  night  having  set  in. 

"  Come  with  me,"  said  she,  in  a  hollow  and  fearful  voice;  "come 
to  your  lord  and  master." 

"  What  mean  you  ?"  answered  I.     "  Where  is  he  ?" 

"  If  you  would  see  him  alive,  come  with  me.  He  has  embraced 
you,  my  white  lily,"  cdhtinued  she,  using  the  pet  name  by  which 
Hubert  sometimes  called  me ;  "  he  has  embraced  you  for  the  *last 
time." 

"  In  heaven's  name,  tell  me  what  you  mean  !"  exclaimed  I,  clasping 
my  hands  in  entreaty.  _  ,^- 

"  Come  and  see,"  answered  Cephysia.  w 
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I  laid  ray  sleeping  infant  down,  and  as  I  carefully  arranged  the 
clothes  about  bis  little  form,  I  noted  the  wild,  wicked  eyes  of  Ce- 
physia  fixed  upon  me,  and  then  upon  him,  with  so  malignant  an  ex- 
pression that  I  shuddered  involuntarily. 

I  did  not  attach  much  importance  to  her  wild  words,  and  wilder 
manner,  for  I  had  long  looked  upon  her  as  insane.  I  followed  her, 
however,  to  some  distance  from  the  bouse,  and  I  noticed  that  the 
earth  seemed  roughened  and  broken,  as  if  by  the  tread  of  heavy  feet. 

"We  still  continued  to  walk  on,  and  a  heavy  dread  began  to  over- 
power me.  Scarcely  could  I  drag  myself  along.  I  seemed  as  if 
under  the  influence  of  some  hideous  nightmare.  The  form  of  Cephy- 
sia,  as  it  loomed  up  beside  me,  (she  was  a  tall,  as  well  as  a  large 
woman,)  seemed  to  assume  diabolic  outlines  and  weird  proportions. 

We  continued  to  walk  until  I  heard  voices  muttering.  As  I  looked 
lip,  I  saw  a  group  of  persons  assembled  together;  each  of  them  held 
a  dark  lantern,  and  in  the  moonlight  their  faces  were  distinctly 
visible.     Two  of  the  group  wore  Howard  and  Holmes. 

Over  what  did  they  bend,  tliink  you,  with  eyes  glaring  with  malig- 
nant and  fiendish  satisfaction  ?  It  was  above  the  corpse  of  Hubert, 
the  dead  body  of  my  husband,  strangled  by  their  demon-hands  ! 

At  first  I  did  not  discern  Hubert's  face,  but  presently  the  lantern 
of  Howard  was  turned  round,  and  the  light  flashed  upon  his  upturned 
brow. 

"Dead,  stone  dead!"  said  Howard. 

In  one  instant  I  darted  from  Cephysia,  who  had  held  my  arm  as 
in  a  vice.     I  flung  myself  into  the  midst  of  the  conspirators. 

*' Leave  him  to  me,  leave  him  to  me  !"  cried  I.  "You  have  killed 
Lim,  you  have  killed  my  husband ;  your  hate  is  satisfied  against  us 
both  ;  leave  his  cold  corpse  with  me  !" 

With  one  accord  they  rose;  Howard  dropped  the  body;  they  fled 
one  and  all,  leaving  Cephysia  alone  with  me,  and  the  dead  body  of 
the  dearest  being  on  earth,  to  his  poor,  heart-broken  wife. 

I  imagined  that  he  might  not  be  quite,  quite  dead  !  In  vain  I 
loosened  the  curda  from  his  throat — in  vain  did  I  chafe  his  hands, 
and  kiss  his  stony  and  clay-cold  brow.  Ho  was  dead ! — he  was 
dead ! 


CIIArTER  XXIV. 

JOURNAL    OF   BuAdicEA. — PABT  XXII. 

Horrible  and  malignant  Exultntion  of  Cephysia — ITorror  of  Boadicea — Her  swoon — 
Uemorrbttge  of  tho  Luugs. 

Looking  up,  I  saw  Cephysia ;  to  the  hour  of  my  death  I  can  never 
forget  her  face.     Hate  was  satisfied  against  me.     Hubert  was  dead, 
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and  upon  her  countenance  was  despicted  malignant  and  devilish 
satisfaction. 

Then  she  exclaimed,  "  Now  we  are  even — the  white  lily  and  the 
dark  lady  stand  on  the  same  level  now.  The  dead  is  neither  yours 
nor  mine.  Yes!"  continued  she,  "he  sought  me;  and  of  all  the 
world,  him  only  have  I  loved,  him  alone,  him  alone !  You  robbed 
me  of  his  heart  when  at  last  it  was  all  mine ;  and  I  hate  you  with 
an  undying  hate.  To  death  will  I  pursue  you,  for  you  have  driven 
me  mad!  mad!  mad!" 

And  tearing  her  hair,  howling,  and  wailing,  the  maniac  fled  from 
me  out  into  the  country,  leaving  me  petrified  with  speechless  horror. 

I  fell  beside  my  dead  husband  in  a  swoon.  I  found  myself,  on  awak- 
ing, at  home.  A  neighbor  hearing  my  child  cry,  had,  in  passing, 
entered,  and  procured  assistance.  I  lay  upon  my  bed — beside  me,  the 
corpse  of  Hubert,  the  face  vailed ;  and  a  handkerchief  which  covered 
my  mouth  was  saturated  with  blood  from  a  copious  hemorrhage  of 
the  lungs. 

The  kind  neighbor,  Mrs.  Munroe,  an  old  lady,  whom  I  had  known 
in  the  States,  and  an  excellent  woman,  was  walking  up  and  down 
the  room,  wringing  her  hands. 

"  How  horrible!"  said  she  to  me.     "  How  did  all  this  happen  ?" 

I  could  not  speak  to  tell  her.  I  fell  back  in  a  long,  death-like 
trance,  from  which  I  awoke  to  a  delirious^  fever,  which  lasted  a 
month. 

Mrs.  Munroe  watched  over  me  and  my  child,  as  a  mother  might 
have  done.  I  know  nothing  of  what  happened  within  the  month — it 
ia  a  long  blank  in  my  life. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 

JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART  XXIII. 
Despair  of  Boadicea — Illness  of  Little  Hubert— Ccphysia  Poisons  tlie  Little  Hubert. 

I  AWOKE  to  despair.  A  dull,  gloomy,  settled  despondency  weighed 
continually  upon  ray  heart,  when  I  began,  as  the  expression  is,  to 
realise  my  fate.  Alone,  except  for  a  helpless  child,  a  widow  indeed, 
friendless,  surrounded  by  bitter  enemies,  and  the  object  of  the  in- 
veterate hatred  of  an  insane  woman. 

How  heavily  the  icy  hand  of  Death  presses  upon  the  heart ! 
Death,  the  great  reality^  which  not  even  the  atheist,  the  infidel,  can 
deny ;  the  solemn,  mysterious  parting  for  that 

— "  bourn  from  wbich  no  traveler  returns." 

All  other  afflictions  seem  trivial  in  comparison  to  this.  Illness, 
mental  suffering,  poverty,  distress  of  all  kinds,  may  bo  borne  with 
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ILLNESS    OF   LTTTLE    HUBERT, 


cheerfulness  and  resignation,  but  the  dreary  separation  of  death,  the 
dark  uncertainty  which  makes  the  spirit  faint  lest  the  parting  be 
for  all  eternity,  forever  and  ever ;  this  is,  indeed,  the  sorrow  of  sor- 
rows. 

I  often  wonder  to  sec  how  callous  it  is  possible  for  persons,  even 
the  most  fondly  attached  to  each  other,  to  become,  alluding  with 
calmness  to  the,  dead  and  jrone.     Tiieir  trust  must  be  great. 

My  heart  seems  to  me  tlie  grave  of  Hubert,  and  ever  and  anon 
rings  in  my  ears  the  wild  song  of  poor,  crazed  Ophelia. 

"  And  will  he  not  come  again? 
And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 

No,  no;  he  is  dead; 

Go  to  thy  death-bed, 
Be  never  will  come  again. 

•'  He  is  dead  and  pone, 
And  we  cast  a  weary  moan,  \ 

And  peace  be  with  his  soul." 

In  the  midst  of  this  dull,  heavy  sorrow,  as  if  purposely  to  rouso 
me  to  exertion,  my  little  boy  fell  ill.  Despite  my  care,  he  rapidly 
grew  worse,  moaning  and  tossing  with  fever,  and  continually  tortured 
with  pain. 

Tiie  lovely  creature  had  twined  himself  about  my  very  heart-strings. 
I  loved  him  next  to  Hubert,  but  with  another  love ;  that  deep,  in- 
tense, unutterable  feeling — "  a  mother's  love." 

Perhaps  there  is  no  love  so  tender,  so  deep,  so  earnest,  so  unalter- 
able. 

I  would  cheerfully,  willingly  have  died  to  secure  happiness  to  my 
boy.     To  a  mother  it  seems  nothing  to  die  for  her  child. 
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Little  Hubert  still  grew  worse.  It  was  impossible  for  me  to  pro- 
cure good  medical  assistance,  and  I  was  too  young  and  inexperienced 
to  act  with  promptness  and  discrimination  ;  and  even  had  I  been 
better  informed  as  regarded  the  illnesses  of  children,  it  would  have 
prolonged  his  life  but  a  little  while,  for  he,  too,  my  poor  darling  child, 
was  doomed.  Yes  !  have  I  not  reason  to  hate  the  Mormons,  since 
their  hellish  doctrines  ultimately  produced  the  death  of  both  my  hus- 
band and  child  ? 

One  day  Cephysia  entered  my  house.  She  seated  herself  beside 
me,  though  I  recoiled,  and  offered  her  no  welcome,  and  began  talk- 
ing in  a  wild,  rambling  manner,  now  common  to  the  poor,  frantic 
being. 

"  Let  me  take  the  baby,"  said  she,  at  last ;  and  I,  fearing  to  refuse 
her,  let  her  take  him;  "I  have  brought  him  some  medicine  to  quiet 
him,"  said  she,  and  immediately  administered  some  by  pouring  down 
his  throat  a  large  draught,  from  a  small  bottle  which  she  held  in  her 
hand. 

"  What  is  that,  Cephysia  ?"  exclaimed  I,  snatching  the  infant  from 
her. 

"Nothing  but  a  cordial,"  said  she;  "don't  disturb  yourself — he'll 
soon  be  quieted  now." 

It  never  occurred  to  me  that  she  was  giving  the  infant  any  thing 
that  would  injure  him,  though  I  should  have  feared  it,  from  her  at- 
tempt to  poison  me. 

Presently  my  infant,  still  faintly  moaning,  closed  his  eyes,  and 
after  a  few  moments  fell  into  a  deep  and  tranquil  sleep.  From  that 
deep  sleep  he  never  woke — the  she-devil,  Cephysia,  had  drugged  him 
with  a  heavy  dose  of  laudanum  ! 

On  the  morrow,  finding  that  he  still  slept,  I  sought  for  her  every 
where.  At  last  I  found  her  crouched  beside  the  place  where,  through 
my  entreaties,  the  Mormon  authorities  had  interred  my  husband. 

Upon  my  resolutely  demanding  of  her  what  she  had  given  my 
child,  she  exclaimed,  "  Laudanum  enough  to  kill  you  !" 

Then,  with  a  loud  cry  cf  maniacal  exultation  and  triumph,  she  rose 
and  bounded  away. 
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JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART   SXIV. 


Death  of  Little  Hubert 


In  vain  cllJ  I  use  every  means  in  my  power  to  rouse  my  poor 
baby;  tbe  drug  had  been  too  powerful;  the  little  innocent  being's 
abort  life  was  ended.  lie  and  bis  father  arc  now  perhaps  united, 
but  I  am  all  alone. 

Mrs.  Munroc  endeavored  to  assist  me.  Onr  utmost  efforts  were 
of  no  avail.  The  hand  of  God  had  indeed  fallen  heavily  upon  me. 
I  cannot  dwell  longer  upon  tliis  unhappy  time.  I  grow  cold  and 
trembling  when  I  think  upon  it. 

I  knew  not  what  angelic  influence  prevented  me,  distracted  and 
heart-broken  as  I  was,  from  ending  my  misery  by  suicide,  but  it  was 
not  suffered  me  to  soil  my  soul  by  that  deatlly  and  rebellious  sin. 

Yet  what  a  fearful  temptation  it  is  to  the  heart-broken  !  The  rest 
eccms  so  secure,  the  termination  of  misery  so  certain ;  yet  sometliing 
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CnAPTER  XXVII. 


JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART   XXV. 
Burial  of  Little  Hubert. 

With  my  own  hands,  beside  his  father's  resting-place,  in  a  valley 
between  two  mountains,  I  dug  my  little  Hubert's  grave.  I  laid  him 
in  it,  uttered  over  him  all  the  prayers  I  could  remember,  for  my 
racked  brain  was  too  much  tortured  for  memory  to  do  its  perfect 
work  ;  and  then  I  planted  liis  little  grave  with  llowers. 

This  done,  I  fell  upon  the  grave.  Mrs.  Munroe  has  smco  told 
me  that  I  must  have  remained  there  in  a  sort  of  trance  for  a  ,num- 
ber  of  hours,  for,  as  I  had  insisted  upon  fulfilling  my  heavy  and 
fearful  task  alone,  she  had  not  accompanied  me,  and  thinking  every 
hour  would  bring  me  home,  she  did  not  seek  for  me  till  sunset. 

I  have  a  glimmering  recollection  of  going  homo  with  her,  of  tho 
lonely  house,  of  gathering  my  baby's  toys  and  clothes  together  and 
then  I  remember  weeping  very  much,  and  after  that  all  is  a  blacK, 
dark  blank  again.  . 
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I  again  fell  ill,  this  time  so  seriomslj,  that  Mrs.  Munroe  despaired 
of  ever  seeing  me  rise  from  my  bed. 

When  I  again  was  able  to  stand  upon  my  feet,  I  could  scarcely 
totter  along,  so  weakened  had  I  become.  Well,  well, — "  Whom  the 
Lord  loveth,  he  chasteneth." 


CHAPTER  xxvnr, 

JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART    XXVI. 

Jeannette  Boisrouge  is  Pursued — Flies  to  Boadicea — Description  of  Jeauaette — Her 

Previous  Sufferings. 

,And  now  let  me  speak  of  the  sufferings  of  another.  Among  the 
young  persons  belonging  to  the  colony,  but  like  myself,  in  not  of  it, 
was  a  young  girl,  named  Jeannette  Boisrouge,  a  French  girl,  with 
strong  religious  principles,  and  a  good  education  for  a  person  occu- 
pying the  standing  in  society  to  which  she  belonged. 

Being  pursued  by  the  importunities  of  Holmes,  and  knowing  from 
Mrs.  Munroe,  that  I  had  been  made  to  suffer  therefrom,  and  actuated 
by  fear  at  the  revelation  of  Mrs.  Munroe,  that  Holmes  had  been  one 
of  my  husband's  murderers,  she  fled  to  me  from  her  father's  house. 

I  will  here  describe  Jeannette.  She  was  the  prettiest  Prench  girl 
I  ever  remember  to  have  seen.  She  was  a  native  of  Normandy,  and 
had  all  the  healthy  beauty  of  the  natives  of  that  country.  Her  features 
were  not  particularly  regular ;  her  nose  was  decidedly  retrousse ;  but 
nevertheless,  piquant  and  charming;  her  eyes  large,  black  as  sloes, 
and  her  hair  a  rich  glossy  chesnut  brown  ;  her  cheeks  were  ruddy  with 
beautiful  health,  and  her  form  plump,  and  at  the  same  time  that  it 
was  ratlicr  too  short,  was  not  wanting  in  that  indescribable  tournure 
which  distinguishes  the  French  girl,  even  in  low  life. 

My  readers  may  have  seen  a  little  picture  representing  "  Rigolette," 
in  Sue's  "  AJysteries  de  Paris."  She  is  depicted  looking  up  from 
her  work  at  her  canary  bird,  and  has  the  three-cornered  handkerchief 
upon  her  head,  which  the  fashion  has  now  designated  by  her  name. 
Jeannette  Boisrouge  was  the  fac-simile  of  this  sketch.  Hers  was  the 
same  arch,  yet  modest  and  composed  countenance. 

Wlien  she  entered  my  room,  the  poor  girl's  feelings  overcame  her; 
she  had,  since  the  death  of  my  boy,  frequently  visited  me,  and  we 
had  become  much  attached  to  each  other.  She  was  much  surprised 
to  find  me  so  feeble  and  emaciated. 

"Ah,  Madame  Boadicie !"  exclaimed  she,  "what  have  been  my 
Bufferings,  mais  extreme,  vraimcnt  c'est  trop  fort  pour  moi!"  and 
she  sank  back  in  her  chair,  and  the  tears  streamed  down  her  face. 

According  to  her  statement,  her  father,  old  Boisrouge,  as  veritable 
a  rascal  as  ever  lived,  was  one  of  the  confederates  of  Holmes,  and 
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had  persecuted  her  for  some  time,  in  order  to  induce  her  to  become 
the  scoundrel's  spiritual  'vife. 

Jeannette  strenuously  refused.  She  was,  however,  no  match  for 
IIolm«3  and  her  father's  villainous  plotting  and  determination.  First, 
in  order  to  coerce  her  to  their  wishes,  her  father  had,  at  the.  in- 
stigation of  Holmes,  deprived  her  of  her  best  clothes,  and  of  every 
litSe  luxury  which  their  circumstances  admitted  of  their  usmg. 
'  Secondly,  in  order  to  "  make  her  open  her  eyes  to  the  excellencies 
of  ce  bon  Monsieur  Holmes,"  and  to  conclude  the  bargain  (Holmes 
having  agreed  to  pay  her  father  a  certain  sum  for  her  person),  Bois- 
rouge  had  severely-  beaten  her. 

Her  admirer  and  betrothed,  Aldolphe  Bertrand,  a  well-looking  young 
French  gareoyi,  had  been  spirited  mysteriously  away.  It  was  stated 
that  the  Indians  had  killed  him,  but  one  of  the  peccadilloes  of  the 
Mormons  consists  in  disguising  themsolvt-s  in  Indian  costume,  and 
waylaying  such  persons  as  are  obnoxious  to  them,  and  putting  them 
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to  death,  after  first  appropriating  such  moneys  as  they  might  have 
about  them.  Numbers  -were  knoAvn  to  have  disajipcared  in  this  man- 
ner :  tlie  blame  then  fell  upon  the  Indians,  whom  such  of  the  colony  as 
were  deceived  into  believing  them  the  true  malefactors,  became  more 
than  ever  anxious  to  exterminate.  Even  those  poor  savages  were 
incapable  of  committing  deeds  so  infamous,  so  bloodthirsty,  and  so 
cruel,  as  were  common  practices  of  the  Mormon  Elders,  under  the 
name  of  religion. 

The  father  of  Jeannette  was  one  of  those  persons  on  whose  face 
nature  seemed  to  have  written  ^^  villain."  His  bad,  small,  twinkling 
eyes;  his  sallow  and  mottled  skin;  his  sensual  and  cunning  mouth; 
his  small  squat  figure,  more  like  that  of  a  low  Dutch  boor,  than  of 
a  native  of  France ;  each  and  all  of  these  characteristics  seemed  to 
mark  him  out  as  not  only  the  greatest  rascal,  but  the  ugliest  rascal 
also,  upon  the  settlement. 

I  could  easily  credit  Jeannette's  assertions,  and  fervently  pity  her 
tears,  for  no  one  who  saw  old  Boisrouge  would  hesitate  to  believe  him 
capable  of  any  or  every  cruelty  and  vicious  act. 


CHAPTER    XXIX. 

JOURNAL    OF    BOADICEA. — PART  XXVII. 
Jeannette  is  gagged  and  carried  away. 

"We  were  a  long  time  in  earnest  conversation,  and  many  were 
the  horrors  which  Jeannette  revealed  to  me  as  having  fallen  under 
her  observation,  since  she  had  become  a  resident  among  the  Mor- 
mons. 

Murders,  seductions,  thefts,  all  manner  of  iniquity  was  so  cus- 
tomary that  all  were  becoming  alike  hardened  and  callous.  The 
general  voice  was  hushed  in  consternation.  Some,  even  among  the 
Mormons,  who  like  my  poor  Hubert,  had  been  led  to  believe  in  the 
inspiration  and  piety  of  the  Elders,  were  horrified  at  the  extent  of 
crime  perpetrated ;  but  at  each  revolt,  the  rebellious  party  was  sure 
to  disappear  from  all  eyes. 

It  is  unnecessary  f)r  mo  to  state  hero  all  the  horrors  with  ro-^ 
lation  to  the  Mormons,  which  I  know  to  he  facts,  both  from  my  own 
knowledge,  and  the  information  abundantly  and  recklessly  afforded 
to  all  who  feel  disposed  to  inqure  into  this  subject,  which  should  bo 
a  matter  of  vital  interest  to  all,  for  who,  among  the  happiest  and 
most  peaceful  families  of  the  United  States,  can  feel  assured  that  the 
inspiration  of  the  devil  will  not  lead  some  member  of  those  .liappy 
circles  to  depart,  and  (under  demoniac  possession,  for  such  I  deem 
the  Mormon  influence)  to  blaspheme,  and  commit  such  vices  and 
crimes  as  I  have  already  exposed  to  the  reader  ? 
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I  still  continued  in  conversation  with  Jeannetto  Boisrouge,  ■when 
Holmes,  accompanied  by  the  same  masked  individual  as  had  accom- 
panied no\yard  (I  recognized  his  gaunt  and  stooping  figure),  entered 
the  room  where  ■vve  sat.  I  have  since  learned  that  Cephysia  Brown 
informed  him  that  Jeannette  Boisrouge  was  seeking  shelter  with  me. 

Holmes  approached  Jeannetto,  and  in  a  rough  manner  desired  her 
to  go  with  him,  saying  that  he  would  "show  her  the  way  back  to 
her  father."  She  replied,  that  she  preferred  remaining  where  she 
was. 

"Mademoiselle  Boisrouge  is  visiting  me,"  interposed  I,  "and  I 
am  by  no  means  tired  of  her  company." — Though  outwardly  calm, 
I  was  really  trembling  in  every  limb. 

"  Her  father  has  promised  me  that  she  should  not  leave  his  man- 
sion, except  as  my  wife,  and  I  will  bring  her  to  terms,  if  he  can't," 
answered  Holmes  rudely. 

"  If  you  wish  mo  to  become  your  mnitrcH^c — what  you  call 
"wife,"  said  Jeannetto  in  her  broken  English — "  you  take  one  very 
strange  way  to  pay  your  court.  I  think  you  are  one  very  much  bad, 
wicked  man,  and  1  never  will  become  your  maitresae — your  mistress — 
monsieur;  nevarc — ncvare.     K\\  i]xf)X  une pauvre fille  comme  moi — 
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a  poor  girl  like  me — has  to  boast  is  her  vcrtu,  sa  discretion^  et  moi 
je  suis  discrete,  oui,  monsieur,  la  discretion  meme." 

"  You  may  as  well  hush  that  gibberish  and  come  with  me ;  for 
Madame  Boadicea  here  can  tell  you  that  if  fair  means  don't  serve, 
I'll  try  foul. 

"  I  am  not  a  man  to  be  baffled  by  any  woman,"  continued  he,  as 
he  received  no  answer  from  Jeannette,  whose  eye  I  in  vain  endea- 
vored to  catch,  in  o'rder  to  give  her  a  look  of  warning. 

"  Cannot  you  allow  Jeannette  to  remain  here  until  morning,  at 
least,"  said  I,  "  and  in  the  mean  time  apprise  her  father  that  she  is 
visiting  me  ?  He  is  her  proper  escort  about  the  country,  not  your- 
self." I  hoped  by  this  means  to  gain  time  either  to  conceal  Jeannette 
in  my  house  or  at  Mrs.  Munroe's,  and  thus,  if  possible,  baffle  Holmes 
and  old  Boisrouge. 

"  No ;  she  shall  go  with  me,"  answered  Holmes ;  "  I  have  been 
trifled  with  quite  long  enough."  With  this  he  approached  her,  and 
placed  his  hand  roughly  upon  her  shoulder.  He  then  rapidly 
exchanged  a  look  of  intelligence  and  instruction  with  his  athletic 
companion.  In  an  instant  this  colossal  man  had  gagged  Jeannette, 
enveloped  her  in  a  cloak,  and  laid  her  in  a  vehicle  which  stood  out- 
side the  door — it  being  a  sort  of  covered  wagon.  The  isolation  of 
my  abode  afforded  singular  facilities  for  such  acts  as  this  being  law- 
lessly perpetrated,  without  attracting  the  notice  of  the  neighbors. 
Holmes  then  mounted  into  the  wagon,  and  the  tall  individual  drove 
it  away. 

I  remained  behind,  trembling  and  perplexed,  yet  still  determined 
to  rouse  the  indignation  of  the  neighbors  against  Boisrouge  and 
Holmes,  and,  if  possible,  lead  to  the  liberation  of  poor  Jeannette 
from  the  hands  of  the  latter. 


CHAPTER    XXX. 

JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART   XXVIII. 
Attempt  to  carry  off  Boadicea — Iler  Imprisonment. 

One  evening,  while  I  was  deliberating  in  what  manner  to  achieve 
this  purpose,  Howard,  from  whose  pursuit  I  had  imagined  myself  to 
be  iit  last  delivered,  entered  the  garden-gate,  and  presently  the 
room  where  I  was  sitting.  He  approached  me  with  his  usual  smirk. 
I  felt  every  nerve  within  me  thrill  with  horror,  hatred  and  fear  at 
the  sight  of  one  of  the  murderers  of  my  be^pved  husband. 

Howard  seated  himself.  My  heart  palpitated  with  fear  under  bis 
detestable  influence ;  and  fluttered  in  my  breast  like  a  poor  charmed 
bird  under  the  serpent's  fascinating  eye.     In  a  few  moments,  and 
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after  looking  in  a  strange  manner  at  me,  lie  began  the  conversa- 
tion thus  : 

"  Has  time  wrought  no  change  in  the  feelings  of  dislike  you  for- 
merly entertained  towards  me  ?" 

"Yes,"  said  I;  "I  detest  you  a  thousand  times  more  heartily; 
and  it  fills  me  now  with  double  horror  and  repugnance  that  I  see  in 
you  the  assassin,  the  vile  murderer  of  an  innocent  man — whom  you 
have  made  way  with,  in  order,  as  you  hope,  the  more  easily  to 
seduce  his  widowed  wife." 

"  You  assert  what  you  do  not  know  to  be  true.  Did  you  see  me 
kill  your  husband  ?     Do  you  pretend  to  assert  that  ?" 

"  I  saw  you  gazing  with  exultation  upon  his  breathless  corpse," 
answered  I ;  "  and  at  the  last  judgment,  you  know  well,  it  is  you 
who  will  be  called  upon  to  answer  for  his  murder." 

"  I  deny  that,"  answered  Howard — (no  Mormon  scruples  or  hesi- 
tates an  instant  to  utter  the  most  preposterous  and  barefaced  lie,  or 
to  assert  that  black  is  white  and  white  black) — "  I  deny  that ;  and 
even  had  I  done  so,  it  were  no  murder.  He  had  deserted  us — 
was.  about  to  fly ;  and  it  is  allowable  to  execute  summary  justice 
upon  all  apostates  to  our  holy  crped." 

"  Do  not  thus  blaspheme,"  answered  I. 

"  But  this  is  not  my  errand.  Like  Banquo,  Hubert  is  '  buried ; 
he  cannot  come  out  of  his  grave ;'  and  I  have  come  here  to  reason 
with  you.  Why  will  you  be  so  mad  as  to  refuse  the  position  I  offer 
you?  As  my  favorite  wife,  you  will  have  nothing  to  do — live  in 
luxury,  attended  upon  by  my  ardent  and  vigilant  love — the  object 
of  envy  to  many,  and  at  the  same  time  be  fitting-  your  soul  for  that 
salvation  which  alone  can  come  to  such  as  fulfil  flie  will  of  the  Lord, 
as  revealed  through  his  prophet,  the  sainted  Joseph  Smith." 

I  made  no  answer.  I  sat  inwardly  quaking  with  fear,  and 
praying  that  the  earth  might  open  and  swallow  me  into  its  very 
depths.  No  such  providential  escape,  however,  was  afforded  me. 
As  well  might  I  have  been  in  the  power  of  the  great  enemy  of 
fallen  man. 

I  cannot  give  a  very  clear  account  of  what  followed.  I  merely 
am  able  to  state  that,  after  more  preamble,  Howard  finally  offered 
to  marry  me,  and  leave  the  settlement.  Even  had  I  formed  any 
attachment  for  this  wicked  man,  I  should  have  been  certain  of  the 
insincerity  of  this  proposition:  for  the  manner  by  which  he  had 
obtained  his  first  wife  from  the  States  was  by  seducing  her  from  her 
parents'  roof,  and  by  effecting  a  sham  marriage.  I  am  merely  able 
to  state  that  1  was  then  seized — I  presume  by  Howard  and  another 
person  waiting  to  assist  him,  but  till  then  unseen— I  was  gagged,  as 
Jeannette  had  been,  and  blindfolded,  and  then  I  was  sensible  of 
being  lifted  into  some  vehicle,  which  started  off,  while  1  remained  in 
it,  in  a  sitting  posture,  but  in  total  darkness,  pinioned  and  gagged. 

At  last,  alter  a  long  time,  during  which  it  seemed  to  me  thac  tho 
wagon  made  a  circuit,  I  was  lifted  therefrom  in  the  arms  of  some 
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man  and  carried  up  a  flight  of  stairs — then  across  a  gallery.  Then 
it  appeared  to  me  that  a  room  "was  entered  by  ray  bearer.  In  a 
few  moments  I  found  myself  free,  able  to  see,  and  seated  alone  in  a 
large  and  splendidly  furnished  room,  hung  with  paintings  and  large 
mirrors,  in  which  were  also  sofas  and  every  tiling  appertaining  to 
the  toilet.  A  large  curtain,  hung  across  the  lower  part  of  the  room, 
seemed  to  divide  it  from  another  chamber.  All  was  silent,  and  I 
utterly  alone. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 


JOURNAL   OF   BOADICEA. — PART   XXIX. 

Boadicea's  Self-defence — Finds  Cosmetics — The  bloody  Farce — The  Escape — Finds 
Cave — Cephysia's  Remorse. 

Presently  Howard  entered  the  room.  "  Here,  madam,  you  will 
abide  until  such  time  as  you  may  choose  to  consider  me  your  hus- 
band." 

"  That  will  never  be,"  answered  I,  "if  I  stay  here  forever." 

"  Oh  !  very  well,  very  well.  In  the  mean  time  I  am  determined  to 
taste  the  sweetness  of  those  delicate  lips."  With  these  words  the 
wretch  approached  me. 

I  had  improved  the  few  moments  of  solitude  by  lookinfij  round  the 
room,  to  find  some  instrument  or  weapon  with  which  to  defend  my- 
self, in  ca&e  Howard  attempted  to  pollute  my  person  by  his  touch. 
I  would  rather  have  died,  than  voluntarily  have  even  shaken  hands 
with  the  murderer  of  my  poor  Hubert. 

In  a  drawer  of  the  toilet-table  1  discovered,  among  other  cosmetics, 
a  bottle  of  rouge,  the  qualities  of  which  fluid  were  extolled  on  a  label 
outside  of  the  vial,  and  pasted  fast  to  it.  I  know  not  why  I  placed 
it  in  my  bosom. 

As  Howard  approached  me,  I  exclaimed,  "  You  shall  be  baffled, 
fiend  that  you  are  !  Sooner  will  I  die  than  suffer  your  lips  to  approach 
mine  1"  Then  1  made  a  gesture  as  if  stabbing  niyscdf,  which  broke 
the  fnigile  vial  in  my  bosom,  and  covered  tlic  front  of  my  dress  with 
the  fluid  rouge,  resembling  blood.  Tliis  done,  I  suflcred  myself  to  fall 
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heavily,  as  if  dead.  The  whole  deception  was  favored  by  the  gloom 
of  the  apartment. 

"  Great  heavens !"  exclaimed  Howard,  "she  has  killed  herself !" 
lie  then  approached  me,  and  after  gazing  at  me  a  moment,  while  I 
assumed  the  fixed  features  of  a  corpse,  he  rushed  out  of  the  room. 

I  rose  instaritly  to  my  feet,  ran  to  the  curtain,  I  there  found  the 
iron  grating  of  a  balcony  opening  upon  a  flight  of  steps  which  led  to 
the  ground.  ]jy  this  entrance  IIowar<l  had  entered  the' apartment, 
but  had  left  it  by  a  large  door  on  the  left. 

I  soon  reached  the  ground,  ^nd  running  along  close  to  it,  like  a 
lapwing,  I  found  that  1  was  in  a  lonely  spot ;  at  a  little  distance  from 
me  rose  a  mountain.  I  bent  my  steps  in  the  direction  ofthis  moun- 
lain,  with  the  intention  of  hiding  myself  in  some  of  the  woods;  if 
danger  threatened,  I  had  determined  to  mount  some  tree. 

After  walking  a  long  while,  palf)itating  with  fear  and  fatigue,  I 
arrived  at  a  cave,  wherein  I  entered.  In  the  calm  moonlight  which 
bathed  the  spot,  I  surveyed  myself.  My  dress  appeared  saturated 
with  blood.  I  now  occupied  myself  with  removing  the  broken  glass, 
which  had  cut  me  severely. 
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After  a  few  moments,  I  noticed  that  a  shadow  was  flung  across 
the  mouth  of  the  cave,  and  therefore  hastily  withdrew  to  its  dark 
depths.  A  tall  form,  (clad  in  male  attire,)  which  I  then  supposed  to 
be  that  of  a  young  man,  now  entered  at  the  mouth  of  the  cave. 

The  new-comer  now  assumed  a  seat  at  the  left  side,  and  panting 
with  fatigue,  thus  remained  for  a  few  moments.  Then  a  deep  sigh 
seemed  to  rive  the  stranger's  breast,  and  a  sort  of  wailing  lamenta- 
tion now  commenced  in  a  wild  voice,  which  I  immediately  recognized 
as  feminine,  and  that  of  Cephysia. 

"  Oh,  fate !  fate!"  exclaimed  the  poor  maniac,  "how  the  fiends 
pursue  me  !  There  !  there  I"  exclaimed  she,  wildly  starting ;  "  there 
is  Hubert's  pale  ghost.  IIow  sad  he  looks  I  No,  no  !"  continued 
she,  assuming  the  voice  of  humble  entreaty,  "do  not,  do  not  ask  me 
for  the  child !" 

Imagine  what  I  felt..  Alone  at  night,  all  still,  far  from  human 
habitation,  id  a  dark  cave  with  ray  direst  foe,  my  fiercest  enemy,  and 
that  enemy  a  maniac  ! 

Shuddering,  my  very  teeth  chattering  with  irrepressible  fear,  I 
remained  crouched  in  the  depths  of  the  cave,  while  the  maniac  still 
continued  her  wild  ravings. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

JOURNAL    OF    BOADICEA. — PART    XXX. 
Suicide  of  Ccphyaio — BoaJicca  Assumes  Cepliysia's  Clothing. 

Suddenly  the  moon  was  vailed  in  dark  clouds;  Cephysia  now 
arose — her  tall  form  seemed  to  become  of  gigantic  height  in  the  per- 
vading gloom.     The  clouds  broke  away. 

"Nay!  come  again  I"  she  exclaimed  wildly,  "come  once  more! 
Ere  I  depart  I  will  tell  thee  all,  thou  avenging  spirit."  Then,  as  if  re- 
vealing a  fearful  secret,  and  appearing  to  aj)proach  the  invisible  sub- 
ject of  her  ravings, 

"  I  have  killcil  him,"  said  she,  "I  have  killed  him  !  Nay  !  do  not 
shake  your  head  thus  sadly  !  Is  it  not  better  that  one  more  of  this 
doomed  world's  poor  creatures  is  laid  with  the  quiet  dead  !  the  (juiet 
dead!  the  quiet  dead!"  repeated  she.  The  last  words  seemed  to 
please  her. 

Then  folding  her  hands  across  her  breast,  and  as  if  her  mortal 
agony  was  seated  tbere,  she  uttered  deep  and  ft-arful  groans. 

"All  doomed — all  doomed!  Fire  will  fall — the  sword  will  slay — 
disease  will  exterminate  ! — all,  all  are  doomed  ;  and  when  the  fair 
earth  no  longer  holds  one  living  thing,  then,  perhaps,  the  foul  fiend 
will  be  lulled  to  rest." 

"'The  fire  is  never  quenched,'  *the  worm  dieth  not,'  "  she  recom- 
menced ;  "  the  worm  devoureth,  ami  it  dieth  jiot !  it  dioth  not ! 
Would  that  death  wouhl  come  to  me  !  I  am  worn  out — I  am  weary — 
I  know  not  rest."     With  these  words  she  sank  upon  the  earth. 

"There,  there!  it  comes — it  will  speak  to  mo  again!"  cried  the 
mad  woman,  again  rising  to  her  feet. 

"No,  no!  1  cannot  bear  it !  I  cannot  bear  it!  Death!  death! 
death  !    Peace  I      Rest !   rest !    Death  !   death.!" 

With  these  words  she  ran  from  the  rave.  I  followed  stoalihily. 
Presently  the  maniac  reappeared;  she  loosemd  the  cravat  fn)m  her 
neck,  which  formed  a  part  of  her  male  attire;  then  she  unbound  her 
black  hair,  and  divested  herself  of  the  frock-coat  she  wore ;  she  then 
uncoiled  a  rope,  which  she  fastened  about  her  neck,  and  sot  off  at  a 
run. 

I  followed  her,  but  when  I  at  last  succeeded  in  reaching  her,  I 
found  the  unfortunate  creature — whose  swift  run  enabled  her  to  got 
the  advance  of  mc — had  hung  herself  upon  a  tree  which  grew  by  the 
wayside. 

With  trembling  hands  I  unfastened  the  still  swinging  body,  and 
at  last,  after  much  trouble,  thc.dnrkncss  which  the  pervading  clouds 
caused  ever  and  anon  impeding  my  movements,  I  succeeded  in  loosen- 
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ing  the  rope,  Trhich  was  now  deeply  imbedded  in  the  skin  of  the  poor 
Tvoman's  throat.  Life  was  totally  extinct.  A  sudden  thought  now 
struck  me — to  possess  myself  of  Cephysia's  attire,  and  therein,  if 
possible,  to  escape ! 

I  speedily  divested  her  form  of  the  clothing  she  wore,  and  garbed 
myself  in  it.  It  was  a  fearful  task  !  This  done,  I  clothed  the  corpse 
in  my  own  dress. 

I  then  laid  Cephysia's  body  upon  the  ground,  closed  the  staring 
eyes,  crossed  the  hands  upon  her  bosom,  and  uttering  with  still  trem- 
bling lips  the  prayer  for  the  dead,  I  left  the  dead  body  to  its  eternal 
rest. 


CHAPTER   XXXIIL 

JOURNAL    OF   BOADICEA. — PART   XXXI. 
Hears  of  the  Murder  of  Jeannettc  Boisrouge — Recognizes  Ilolnies  and  Boisrouge. 

I  PURSUED  my  way,  looking  out  for  some  shelter,  in  which,  if 
possible,  to  lie  down,  and  forget  in  sleep  the  terrible  drama  of  the 
night.  Far  ahead  of  me,  I  saw  a  sort  of  wooden  scaffold,  and  near 
it  eeveral  benches.  It  appeared  to  have  been  erected  for  some  re- 
ligious ceremony.     Several  trees  stood  near,  in  a  clump  together. 

I  now  heard  voices  in  the  distance.  Hurrying  on,  I  succeeded  in 
reaching  the  clump  of  trees.  Mounting  with  rapidity,  (I  found  that 
my  male  attire  facilitated  rapidity  of  motion,)  I  ascended  one  of  the 
trees  and  concealed  myself  among  the  branches.  I  now  recognized 
the  faces  of  Boisrouge  and  of  Holmes  ;  they  were  in  conversation. 

"It  was  no  fault  of  mine,"  said  Holmes,  with  whom  Boisrouge 
seemed  to  be  quarreling;  "if  she  had  minded  what  I  said  to  her,  I 
should  not  have  done  it.  I  did  not  mean  to  kill  her — she  scratched 
and  struck  me,  and  acted  like  a  tigress,  the  moment  I  untied  her 
bauds,  and  then  I  told  her  to  desist,  but  she  would  not.  I  forgot 
the  whip-handlo  had  a  leaden  top,  when  I  struck,  but  down  she 
dropped  in  a  minute,  as  if  she  had  been  shot,  and  just  as  dead  as  a 
door  nail.  But  it  was  no  fault  of  mine  that  she  chose  to  show  tight — 
I'll  be  damned  if  it  was  !" 

*'  But  then  you've  cheated  me,"  answered  old  Boisrouge  ;  "  it  ishnot 
BO  much  la  iillc,  zc  girl  herccf ;  it  is  mine  monish,  mine  monish,  vat 
you  did  promish  mo  for  her,  if  I  did  try  for  make  her  bo  your  vifc ; 
vat  you  did  promish  me,  cntends  tu,  8C(jIerat!" 

'*  None  of  that  eternal  gibberish,"  answered  Holmes.  "  I  don't  like 
it,  and  I  won't  stand  it, — no,  1  won't.  She's  dead,  and  I'm  sorry  for 
it;  but  a  bargain's  a  bargain.  I  bargained  for  a  live  girl,  an<l  not  a 
dead  girl,  Boiarouge  I     So  none  of  your  uouscusc,  or  1  might  take  it 
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into  mv  head  to  finish  you  too,  you  know ;  .so  don't  be  troublesome !" 
Here  Boisrouge  left  Holmes,  muttering  something  about  being  re- 
venged. Holmes  stretched  himself  out  on  one  of  the  benches  be- 
neath the  trees,  and  went  to  sleep.  I  felt  myself  turn  deathly  faint 
at  thus  suddenly  hearing  of  the  "murder  most  foul"  of  poor  Jean- 
nette. 

I  scarcely  know  how  I  managed  to  keep  my  scat  in  the  tree,  so 
much  overcome  was  I ;  but  fear,  and  the  presence  of  great  danger,  will 
do  much  to  strengthen  the  nerves  even  of  a  woman.  It  is  difficult 
for  me  to  make  this  narrative  more  in  the  manner  of  a  novel,  and 
therefore,  more  interesting  to  the  reader. 

Actual  events  as  they  occur,  seldom  happen  in  the  order  laid  down 
by  romancers  and  poets.  The  vraheinhle  and  the  vraie  are  very 
different.  I  relate  events  as  they  happen,  and  add  to  the  web  of 
realities  no  embroidery  suited  to  fiction. 

Such  events  as  I  here  lay  before  the  reader,  are  daily  occurrences 
among  the  Mormons.  "No  better  idea  of  pandemonium  can  be  con- 
ceived;  it  is  a  veritable  hell  upon  God's  fair  and  beautiful  earth. 
The  blood  of  the  murdered,  the  crushed  hearts  of  the  despairing  cry 
out  for  vengeance ! 

The  car  of  Juggernaut  is  not  more  fearful  in  its  slaughter  than  the 
fell  influence  of  the  Mormon  faith.  Nay  !  it  is  far  worse,  for  that 
slays  the  body  merely  beneath  its  crushing  wheels :  this  destroys  the 
purity  of  the  immortal  soul. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

JOURNAL    OF    BOADICEA. — PART    XXXII. 
Holmes'  house  ia  Fired — Holmes  and  Ilovard  arc  killed  by  the  fall  of  a  Rafter. 

WniLE  Holmes  still  slept  beneath  the  tree,  I  surveyed  the  sur- 
face of  the  country,  and  discovered  that  I  was  not  far  from  the  resi- 
dence of  Holmes  himself,  a  mansion  painted  yellow,  with  dark  shut- 
ters. 

I  now  observed  a  lurid  light  arise  from  the  roof  of  the  house.     It 
increased,  smoke  rose  up  in  volumes,  with  streaks  of  flame  and  large       . 
sparks.      Presently  I   heard  the  screams  of  women.      Then  male    li 
voices  gave  the  cry  of  "  Fire  !  fire  !"  V[ 

This  awoke  Hohncs,  wiio  started  up,  rubbed  his  eyes,  and  looked   ^ 
in  the  direction  of  the  firo  liglit. 

*'  My  house  on  fire  I"  exclaimed  he.  "  Sure  enough  !"  and  off  ho 
started  at  a  run. 

At  this  moment  a  horseman  rode  up :  u  was  Howard.  Ho 
stopped  Holmes,  and  related  to  him  my  supposed  suicide;  but 
stated  that  when  he  had  returned  to  the  ai)art!ncnt,  he  found  that 
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pnmc  ono  Imd  "  ofTcctod  an  entrance  and  eaniod  tlie  body  away." 
lie  stated  that  he  was  then  ^oing  to  Mrs.  Munroc's,  where  lie  snp- 
poseil  he  shouM  find  my  corpse.  Holmes,  who  continually  inter- 
rupted him  with  attempts  to  assert  the  matter  of  his  house  being  on 
fire,  now  succeeded  in  persuading  him  to  go  with  him  to  assist  in 
extinguishing  tl:e  flames.  They  accordingly  rode  ofT,  Tlohncs  having 
mounted  behind  Howard  on  his  brown  horse.  I  know  not  what 
induced  me  to  follow.  Perhaps  it  was  a  vague  presentiment  that 
the  villains  were  going  to  their  doom. 

Arrived  at  the  fire,  each  exerted  himself  to  the  utmost  to  extin- 
guish the  flames ;  but  they  gained  headway  with  great  rapidity. 
A  woman,  in  a  loose  white  dress,  now  appeared  at  one  of  the  win- 
dows. She  held  a  child  in  her  arms,  antl  shrieked  for  help.  I 
recognized  one  of  the  wives  of  Bernard  Yale,  and  recolkcted  the 
marriage  between  Holmes  and  herself,  which  had  taken  place  within 
a  year. 

Holmes  and  Howard  now  mounted  together  upon  a  ladder,  ^nd 
entered  the  window  where  she  stood.  The  flames  now  burst  forth 
below  them.  Howard  took  the  woman  in  liis  arms,  and  Holmes 
fieizecl  the  child.  The  flames  from  below  now  spouted  up  through 
the  window  beneath  that  where  the  group  stood.  They  caught  the 
ladder.  In  a  moment  the  lower  part  was  burned  to  a  char,  and  it 
fell.  At  this  moment,  and  while  Holmes  and  Howard  were  seeking 
the  ladder  by  which  to  descend,  the  llanies  burst  through  tin;  floor 
of  the  room  wherein  they  stood.  Tiiey  saw  their  fate,  and  ono 
unearthly  yell  broke  from  both.  The  fall  of  a  rafter  struck  both 
down,  as  well  as  the  woman  ami  child.  The  roof  now  fell  in  with  a 
loud  crash,  and  amid  the  shrieks  of  the  bystanders,  consisting  of 
the  other  wives  of  Holmes  and  his  numerous  family  of  children. 
Thug,  in  one  night,  did  death  fall  upon  my  three  vindictive  enemies 
and  rotnordcless  pursuers.  In  spite  of  my  horror  and  dismay,  I 
drew  a  long  breath — "  the  sigh  of  a  great  deliverance." 

I  now  started  to  return  to  the  shelter  of  the  scafl*t^ding,  until 
at  least  the  daybreak  should  enable  mo  the  better  to  ftec  where  I  was. 
This  spot  gained,  I  lay  down  upon  ono  of  the  benches,  and  ftdl  into 
a  heavy  and  unrcfreshing  sleep,  broken  by  dreams  of  the  most  hor- 
rible description.  Again  did  I  imagine  myself  in  the  house  of 
Howard  ;  again  did  I  behold  the  suicide  of  Cephysia ;  and  again  did 
I  sec  the  falling  rafters  crush  Holmes,  Howard,  the  woman  and  her 
child  !  At  last  I  awoke — and  I  was  glad  to  awake — for  I  had  no 
real  rest ;  and  the  horrors  of  such  dreams  almost  ei[ualled  those  of 
the  realities  they  revived. 

I  stood  tip — and  having  fairly  aroused  myself,  I  saw  it  wa.s  dawn. 
I  now  gathered  my  long  hair  in  a  knot,  and  concealed  it  beneath  the 
Btraw  hat  which  formc<l  a  part  of  my  dress.  1  bathed  my  face  in  a 
brook  which  ran  beneath  the  trees;  and,  making  a  stafl  of  a  limb 
of  one  of  the  trees,  I  began  to  walk  un. 
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CIIArTER    XXXV. 

JOURNAL    OF   BOADICEA. — PART   XXXIII. 

BoaJicea    meets    a    Party — Hides    Ilerself^Ovcrhears    Conversation — Recognizes 

Friends — Joins  them. 

I  NOW  saw  a  party,  consisting  of  a  tall  woman,  an  old  man,  and  a 
young  lad  and  girl,  approaching  me.  I  concealed  myself  behind  one 
of  the  bushes,  which  break  the  monotony  of  the  country,  and 
crouched  down.  I  did  this  partly  because  I  was  still  too  unac- 
customed to  my  male  dress  not  to  feel  ashamed  to  be  seen  in  it 
by  persons  of  the  sex  to  which  it  more  properly  appertained,  and 
partly  to  discover  whether  those  who  approached  were  likely  to 
prove  friends  or  enemies.  The  old  man,  whose  countenance  wore  a 
look  of  deep  sadness,  now  spoke  : 

"  Would  to  Heaven,"  said  he,  "  that  we  could  again  reach  the 
States  !  and  yet  iiow  little  do  I  dare  to  hope  it !" 

"Dear  father,"  said  the  tall  young  woman,  "we  are  fortunate  in 
evading  suspicion  thus  far.     Cheer  up ;  let  us  hope  and  persevere." 

It  struck  me  that  this  person  spoke  in  a  very  masculine  voice. 
On  observing  her  closely  tiirough  tlie  branches  of  the  bush  behind 
which  I  was  crouclied,  I  saw  that  the  lips  from  whence  these  words 
proceeded  were  marked  witli  the  faint  down  which  announces  an 
incipient  moustache  ;  and,  in  spite  of  a  close  cap,  the  face  had  the 
bold,  bright  look  of  a  boy. 

Presently  the  old  man — as  I  had  supposed  the  first  speaker  to 
be — disengaged  his  long  white  beard  from  his  jaws — thus  discover- 
ing the  lluck,  short,  black  beard  of  a  young  man.  Another  movo- 
ment  removed  a  white  wig;  and  I  then  recognized  Robert  lloflinan, 
a  young  (Jerman  musician,  who  had  arrived  some  seven  or  eight 
months  before,  and  with  whose  slater,  the  young  girl  before  men- 
tioned, I  hud  some  acquaintance. 

The  young  lad  now  began  relating  the  circumstances  of  the  fire, 
and  1  took  courage  to  reveal  myself.  A  long  conversation  followed- 
1  found  that  my  friends  had  arrangetl,  by  secret  corre.sjiontlenco 
with  some  relations  in  the  Stales,  and  tiirough  the  means  of  brilu 
Indians,  to  meet  tliem  half  way  between  the  JSlates  and  the  MDrnio 
Bctllement,  armed  and  provid«d  with  water  and  provibion.  'i'lie 
kindly  invited  mo  to  join  theiu  ;  which  I  did  not,  as  it  may  be  supy 
posed,  hesitate  to  do. 
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CHAPTER    XXXVI. 

JOURNAL   OF  BOADICEA. — PART  XXXIV.   AND   LAST. 

I  "WILL  not  here  describe  the  long  and  weary  journey  home. 
Our  friends  met  us,  as  had  been  agreed.  The  tedious  route  and 
monotonous  journey  has  been  too  often  detailed. 

After  the  journey,  we  arrived  safely  at  the  States ;  and  although 
my  health  suffered  severely  during  my  residence  among  the  Mor- 
mons and  the  return  home,  I  am  now  partially  recovered. 

I  now  bid  farewell  to  my  readers — trusting  that  they  have  not 
found  my  story  tedious,  and  that  the  time  may  soon  come  when 
Buch  horrors  as  it  details  may  be  among  the  things  which 

"  Have  been,  and  are  not." 

Farewell  ! 
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